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. THE

WONDROUS TALE OF ALRO.Y.

PART VIII.

VI.

¢¢ 1 must see the king !”’
« Holy priest, his highness has retired. It is
impossible.”
¢¢ I must see the king. Worthy Pharez, I take
all peril on myself.” ,
“Indeed his highness’s orders are imperative.
You cannot see him.”
.¢¢ Knowest thou who 1 am ?”’
¢One whom all pious Hebrews reverence.”
I say I must see the king.”
¢¢ Indeed, indeed, holy Jabaster, it cannot be.”
¢¢Shall Israel perish for a menial’s place? Go
to; I’ll see him.” ‘
“Nay ! if you will. 1’1l struggle for my
duty.”
¢¢ Touch not the Lord’s anointed. Dog, you
shall suffer for this !” .
So saying, Jabaster threw aside Pharez, and,
A2
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with the attendant clinging to his robes, rushed
into the royal chamber.

« What is all this,”” exclaimed Alroy, starting
from the divan. ¢ Jabaster ! Pharez, withdraw!
How now, is Bagdad in insurrection.

¢« Worse, much worse, Israel soon will be.”

“Ay | 144

¢ My fatal brother has told me 3all, nor wouid I
sleep until I lifted up my voice to save thee.”’

¢¢ Am I in danger ?”

¢«¢In the wilderness, when the broad desert
quivered beneath thy trembling feet, and the dark
heavens poured down their hurning torrents, thou
wert less so. In that hour of death, one guarded
thee, who ne’er forgets his fond and faithful off-
spring, and now, when he has brought thee out of the
house of bondage; now,when thy fortunes,like a no-
ble cedar, swell in the air, and shadow all the land,
thou, the very leader of his people, his chosen one,
for whom he hath worked such marvels—thy
heart is turned from thy father’s God, and hankers
after strange abominations.””

Through the broad arch that led into the Fardens
of the serail, the moonlight fell upon the tall figure,
and the upraised arm of the priest ; Alroy stood
with folded arms at some distance, watching Ja-
baster as he spoke, with a calm, but searching
glance. Suddenly he advanced witha quick step,
and, placing his hand upon Jabaster’s arm, said in a
low, inquiring tone, « You are speaking of this
marriage ?’

¢ Of that which ruined Solomon.””

¢¢ Listen to me, Jabaster,” said Alroy, inter-
rupting him, in a calm, but peremptory tone. <¢ 1
cannot forget that I am speaking to my master, as
well as to my friend. The Lord, who knoweth all
things, hath deemed me worthy of his mission.

LN I IR R R e —




o¥ ALROY.- 1

My fitness for this high and holy office was not ad-
mitted without preof. A lineage, which nane else
ecould offer, mystic studies, shared by few, 3 mind
that dared encounter atl things, and a frame that
could endure most,—these were my claims ;—hut
no more of thig. I have passed the great ordeal,
the Lord of Hosts hath found me not unworthy of
liis charge; ¥ have established his people, his altars
blaze with sacrifices, his priests are honoured —bear
witness thou, Jabaster—his omnipotent unity is de-
clared. What wpeuldst thou more ?”’

¢ All 17?

¢¢ Then Moses knew ye well. Itisa stiff-necked
people.”

¢¢ Bire, bear with me. IfI speak in heat, I speak
in zeal. You ask me what I wish; my answer is, a
natienal gxistence, which we have not. You ask me
what X wish: my answer is, the Land of Promise. ~
You ask me what I wish: my answer is, Jerusglem.
You ask me what I wish : my answer is, the tem-
ple—all we have forfeited, all we have yearned
after, all for which we have fought—our heauteous
country, our holy creed, our simple manners, and
our ancient customs.’”

<< Manners change with time and circumstances;
customs may be observed every where. The ephod
on thy breast proves our faith ; and for a country,
is*the Tigris less than Siloah, or the Euphrates in-
ferior ta the Jordan ?”’

¢ Alas ! alas! there was a glorioys prime when
Israel stood aloof from other nations, a fair and holy
thing that God bad hallowed. We were then a
chosen family, a most peculiar people, set apart for
God’s entire enjoyment.  All about us was solemn,
deep and holy. We shunned the stranger as an
unclean thing that muyst defile our solitary synclity,
and keeping to ourselves, and to our God, oyr lives
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flowed on in one great solemn tide of deep religion,
making the meanest of our multitude feel greater
than the kings of other lands. It was a glorious
time: I thought it had returned—but I awake from
this, as other dreams.”’

¢¢ We must leave off dreaming, good Jabaster,—
we must act. Were I, by any chance, to fall into
one of those reveries, with which I have often lost
the golden hours at Hamadan, or in our old cave,
I should hear, some fine morning, his sultanship of
Roum rattling at my gates.” Alroy smiled as he
spoke: he would willingly have introduced a lighter
tone into the dialogue, but the solemn countenance
of the priest was not sympathetic with his levity.

¢ My heart is full, and yet I cannot speak: the
memory of the past o’erpowers my thought. I had
vainly deemed my voice,inspired by the soul oftruth,
might yet preserve him ; and now I stand here in
his presence, silentand trembling, like a guilty thing,
Oh, my prince! my pupil!’’ said the priest, ad-
vancing, falling on his knee, and seizing the robe
of Alroy, ¢ by thy sacred lineage, by the sweet
memory of thy ardent youth, and our united
studies—by all thy zealous thoughts, and solemn
musings, and glorious aspirations after fame—by all

thy sufferings, and by all thy triumph, and chiefly

by the name of that great God, who hath elected
thee his favoured child—by all the marvels of thy
mighty mission,—I do adjure thee! Arise, Alroy,
arise and rouse thyself. The lure that snared thy
fathers may trap thee—this Dalilah may shear thy
mystic lock. - Spirits like thee act not by halves.

Once fall out from the straight course before thee,

and though thou deemest ’tis but to saunter mid the
summer trees, soon thou wilt find thyself in the
dark depths of some infernal forest, where none
may rescue thee!” .

e e e M AP e A
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« What if F do inherit the eager blood of my
great ancestor, at least I hold hiasceptre. Shall
aught of earthly power prevail against the super-
natural sway of Heaven and Hades ?”’

“ Sire, sire, the legend that came from Sinai is
full of high instruction. But shape thy eanduct by
it8 oraeles, and all were well. 1t says our people
only can be established by him who rules them with
the virge of Solomon.  Bire, when the Lord offered
hia pleasure to that mighty king, thou knowest his
deep disoretian. Riches, and length of days, em-
pire and vengeance—these were not the choice of
one ta whom all accidents were proffered. The
legend bears an inward spirit, as well as outward
meaning. The capture of the prize was 2 wise test
of thy imperial fitness. Thou hast his sceptre, but
without his wisdom-—tis hut a staff of cedar.”

“Hah ! Art thou there ? 1 am glad to see Jabas-
ter politic. Hear me, my friend. What my feel-
ings be unto this royal lady, but little matters. Let
them pass, and let us view this question by the
light wherein you have placed it, the flame of poliey
and net af passion. I am no traitor to the God of
Israel, in whose name I have conquered, and in
whose name I shall rule ; bhut thou art a learned
daetor, thou eanst inform us. I have heard no
mandate to yield my glorious empire for my mean-
est province. 1 am lord of Asia, sa weuld I have
my long posterity. Qur people are but a remnant,
a feehle fraction of the teeming millions that own
my sway. What I hold I cap defend ; but my
children may not inherit the spirit of . their sire.
The Moslemin will recognize their rule with readier
hearts, when they remembher a daughter of their
caliphs gave them life. You see I too am pelitio,
my good Jahastep ??
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¢¢ The policy of the son of Kareah—’t was fatal.
He preferred Egypt to Judah, and he suffered.
Sire, the Lord hath blessed Judah : it is his land.
He would have it filled by his peculiar people, so that
his worship might ever flourish. For this he has, by
many curious rites and customs, marked us out from
allother nations, so that we cannot, atthe same time,
mingle with them and yet be true to him. We
must exist alone. To preserve that loneliness, is
the great end and essence of our law. What have
we to do with Bagdad, or its people, where every
instant we must witness some violation of our stat-
utes ? Can we pray with them ? Can we eat with
them ? In the highest duties, and the lowest occu-
pations of existence, alike we cannot mingle. From
the altar of our God, to our own domestic boards,
we are alike separated from them. Sire, you may
be king of Bagdad, but you ecannot, at the same
time, be a Jew.”’ .

¢ I am whatIam. I worship the Lord of Hosts.
Perhaps, in his mercy, he will accept the days of
Nishabur and the Tigris, as a compensation for some
slight relaxation in the ritual of the baker and the
bath.”

« And mark my words : it was by the ritual of
the baker and the bath, that Alroy rose, and with-
out it he will fall. The genius of the people raised

him, which he shared, and that genius has been |

formed by the law of .Moses. Based on that law,
he might indeed have handed down an empire to
his long posterity ; and now, though the tree of his
fortunes seems springing up by the water side, fed
by a thousand springs, and its branches covered with
dew, there is a gangrene in the sap, and to-morrow
he may sink like a shrivelled gourd. Alas! alas!
for Israel ! We have long fed on mallows ; but to
lose the vintage in the very day of fruition, ’t is
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very bitter. Ah ! when I raised thy exhausted
form in the cavern of Genthesma, and the star of
David beamed brightly in the glowing heavensupon
thy high fulfilment, who could have dreamed of a
night like this ? Farewell sire.”

¢¢ Stop, Jabaster ! earliest, dearest friend, pr’y-
thee, pr’ythee stop !”’

The priest slowly turned, the prince hesitated.

¢¢ Part not in anger, good Jabaster.”

¢¢In sorrow, sire, only in sorrow ; but deep and
terrible.”

¢¢ Israel is lord of Asia, my Jabaster. Why
should we fear ?”’

¢ Solomon built Tadmor in the wilderness, and
his fleet brought gold from Ophir ; and yet Alroy
was born a slave.”

¢¢ But did notdieone. The sultans of the world
have fallen before me. I have no fear. Nay, do
not go. At least you’ll place some credence in the
stars, my learned cabalist. See, my planet shines
as brightly as my fortunes.” Alroy withdrew
the curtain, himself and Jabaster stepped on to the
terrace. A beautiful star glittered on high. As
they gazed, its colour changed, and a blood-red me-
teor burst from its circle, and fell into space. The
conqueror and the priest looked at each other atthe
same time. Their countenances were pale, inquir-
ing and agjtated.

¢¢Sire,”’ said Jabaster ¢¢march to Judah.”

¢¢ It portends war,” replied Alroy, endeavouring
to recover himself. ¢¢ Perchance some troubles in
Persia.” :

¢¢ Troubles at home, no other. The danger is
migh. Look to thyself.”

A wild scream was heard in the gardens. It
sounded thrice.

¢« What is all this?’’ exclaimed Alroy, rcally
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agitated.  ¢¢ Rouse the guard, Jabaster, wearch the
gardens.””

“Tis useless, and may do harm. It was a spirit
that shrieked.”

¢¢ What said it ?”

“ Meng, Mexe, Texer, Upnarain !”

V1.

“The old story, the priest against the king,”
said Honain to Alroy, when, at his morrow’s inter-
view, he had listened to the events of the preceding
night. ¢ My pious brother wishes to lead yov
back to the theocracy, and is fearful that if he
pray at Bagdad, instead of Sion, he may chance to
become only the head of an inferior sect, instead of
revelling in the ‘universal tithes of a whole nation.
As for the meteor, Scherirah must have crossed the
river sbout the ‘same time, and the sultan of Roum
may explain the bloody portent. For the shriek,|r
as I really have no acquaintance with spirits, I must|tk
leave the miraculous.communication to the favoured |h.
edrs and initiated intelligences of your highness and) sy
my brother. Itseems, it differed from ¢ the daugh-|s:
ter of the Voice’ in miore respects than one,
since it was not only extremely noisy, but, asit
would appear, quite unintelligible, except to the io-
dividual who had an interest in the interpretation—
an ingenious one, I confess. When I enter upon
my functions as your highness’s chamberlain, I will
at least guarantee that your slumbers shall not be
disturbed either by spirits or'more unwelcome vis-
itors.” : '

¢ Enter upon them at once, ‘good Honain.

p= - . T~ S
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How fares my Persian rose to day, my sweet
Schirene ?”
¢ Feeding on your image in your abseace. She
spares no word to me, I do assure your highness.”
¢¢ Nay, nay, we know you are a general favour-
ite with the sex, Honain. I’ faith I ’m jealous.”
¢¢ Iwould your highness had cause,” said Honain,
very demurely.

VIIL

The approaching marriage between the king of
the Hebrews and the princess of Bagdad was pub-
lished throughout Asia. Preparations were made
on the plain of the Tigris for the great rejoicing.
Whoele forests were felled to provide materials for
the building and fuel for the banquetting. All the

. governors of provinces and cities, all the chief offi-

cers and nobility of both nations, were specially in-
vited, and daily arrived in state at Bagdad. Among
them the viceroy of the Medes and Persians, and
his recent bride, the princess Miriam, were con-
spicuous, followed by a train of nearly ten thou-
sand persons.

A throne, ascended by one hundred steps cover-
ed with crimson eloth, and crowned by a golden
canopy, was raised in the middle of. the plain : on
each side two thrones less elevated, but equally
gorgeous. In the front of these thronesan immense
circus was described, formed by one hundred char-
taks or amphitheatres, ample room for the admit-
tance of the multitude being left between the build-
ings. These chartaks were covered with bright
brocades and showy carpets, on each was hoist-
ed a bright and brilliant banner. In some of them

Vor. 11.—B
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were bands of choice musicians, in others companies
of jugglers, buffoons, and storiers. Five chartaks
on each side of the thrones were allotted for the con-
venience of the court, the rest were filled by the
different trades of the city. In one the fruiterers
bad formed a beautiful garden, glowing with pome-
granates, and gourds, and water-melons, oranges,
almonds and pistachio nuts;—in another the butch-
ers exhibited their meats carved in the most fanci-
ful shapes, and the skins of animals dressed up in
very ludicrous figures. Here assembled the furriers,
" all dressed in masquerade, like leopards, lions,
tigers and foxes, and in another booth mustered the
upholsterers, proud of a camel made of wood, and
reeds, and cord, and painted linen, a camel whieh
walked about as if alive, though ever and anon the
interior man drawing aside a curtain, discovered to
the marvelling multitude the workman in his own
piece. Further on might be perceived the cotton
manufacturers, whose chartak was full of birds of all .
shapes and plumage, yet nevertheless formed of
their curious plant, and of the same material, with
the help of reeds, although every one imagined it to
be built with bricks and mortar, rose in the centre
alofty minaret. It was covered with embroidered
work, and on the top was placed a stork so cunning-
ly devised, that the children pelted it with pistachio
nuts. The saddlers showed their skill in two lit-
ters, open at top, each carried on a dromedary, and
in each a beautiful woman, who diverted the spec-
tators with light balls of gilt leather, throwing them
up both with their hands and feet. Nor were the
mat-makers backwark in the proof of their dexterity,
since instead of a common banner, they exhibited
a large standard of reeds worked with two lines of
writing in Kufic, proclaiming the happy names of
Alroy and Schirene. But indeed in every chartak
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might be witnessed some wondrous specimens of
the wealth of Bagdad, and of the ingenuity of its
unrivalled artisans,

Around this mighty circus, on every side, for the
space of many miles, the plain was studded with in-
numerable pavilions. At measured intervals were
tables furnished with every species of provision,
and attended by appointed servants, flagons of wine
and jars of sherbets mingled with infinite baskets
of delicious fruits and trays of refreshing confection-
ary. Although open toall comers, so great and rapid
was the supply, that these banquetting tables seem-
ed ever laden, and that the joys of the people might
be complete, they were allowed to pursue whatever
pleasures they thought fit without any restraint, by
proclamation, in these terms.

«¢ This is the time of feasting, pleasure and
rejoicing. Let no person reprimand or complain
of another : let not the rich insult the poor, or
the strong the weak : let no one ask another,
¢ why have you done this 2’7’

Millions of people were collected in this paradise.
They rejoiced, they feasted, they frolicked, they
danced, they sang. They listened to the tales of the
Arabian storier, at once enchanted and enchanting, or
melted to the strain of the Persian poet, as he paint-
ed the moon-lit forehead of his heroine, and the
wasting and shadowy form of his love sick hero:
they beheld with amazement the feats of the juggler
of the Ganges, or giggled at the practised wit and the
practical buffoonery of the Syrian mime. And the
most delighted could still spare a fascinated glance
to the inviting gestures and the voluptuous grace
of the dancing girls of Egypt. Everywhere were
melody and merriment, rarity and beauty. For
once mankind forgot their cares, and delivered
themselves up to infinite enjoyment.
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¢« I grow courteous,” said Kislock the Kourd,

assisting a farty into one of the shows. ’
¢ And humane,”” said Calidas the Indian.

¢¢ Fellow, how dare you violate the proclamation,
by thrashing that child ?> He turned to one of the
stewards of the tables who was belabouring the un-
fortunate driver of a camel which had stumbled,
and in its fall, had shivered its burthen, two pan-
niers of porcelain.

¢¢ Mind your own business, fellow,’’ replied the
steward, “and be thankful that for once in your life
you can dine.”’

¢«JIs this the way to speak to an officer,”” said
Calidas the Indian; ¢ I have half a mind to cut
your tongue out.”

¢¢ Never mind, little fellow,”” said the Guebre,
¢¢here is a dirhem for you. Run away and be
merry.”’ k

.¢¢ A miracle,”” grinned the Negro, ¢ he giveth
alms.” : ‘

¢ And you are witty,” rejoined the Guebre.
¢ ’Tis a wondrous day.”

¢¢ What shall we do,”’ said Kisloch.

¢¢ Let us dine,”” proposed the Negro.

¢¢ Ay ! under this plane-tree,” said Calidas,
¢¢>Tis pleasant to be alone. I hate every body but
ourselves.”

< Here, stop, you rascal,”” said the Guebre.
¢¢ What’s your name ”’

¢ I am a Hadgee,”’ said our old friend Abdallah,
the servant of the charitable merchant Ali, and who
was this day one of the officiating stewards.

¢¢ Are you a Jew, you scoundrel ?’’ said the Gue-
bre, ¢ that is the only thing worth being. Bring
some wine, you accursed giaour !’ -

¢¢ Instantly,” said Kisloch, ¢ and a pilau.”
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¢¢ And a gazelle stuffed with almonds,”” said Cali-
das.

¢¢ And some sugar-plums,”” said the Negro.

¢¢ Quick, you infernal Gentile, or I’ll send this
javelin in your back,”” halloed the Guebre.

The servile Abdallah hastened away, and soon
bustled back, carrying two flagons of wine, and fol-
lowed by four servants, each with a tray covered
with dainties.

¢¢ Where are you going, you accursed scoun-
drels,” grumbled Kisloch, ¢ wait upon the true
believers.”’

¢¢ We shall be more free alone,”” whispered Cali-
das.

¢ Away, then, dogs,’’ growled Kislock.

Abdallah and his attendants hurried off, but were
soon summoned back.

¢« Why did not you bring Schiraz wine ?*’ asked
Calidas, with an eye of fire.

¢¢ The pilau is overdone,”” thundered Kisloch.

¢ You have brought a lamb stuffed with pistachio
nuts, instead of a gazelle with almonds,” said the
Guebre.

¢¢ Not half sugar-plums enough,’” said the Ne-

ro.
e Every thing is wrong,” said Kislock. ¢ Go,
and get us a kabob”(1). |

In time, however, even this unmanageable crew
were satisfied, and seated under their plane-tree, and
stuffing themselves with all the dainties of the East,
they became more amiable as their appetites de-
creased.

¢¢ A bumper, Calidas, and a song,” said Kisloch.

¢ *Tis rare stuff,”” said the Guebre, ¢ come, cal-
ly, it should inspire you.” '

¢¢ Here goes, then ; mind the chorus.”
B2 ,
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THE SONG OF CALIDAS.

Drink, drink, deeply drink,
Never feel, and never think,
What ’s love ? what ’s fame ? a sigh, a smile,
Friendship, but a hollow wile.
If you’ve any thought or wo,
Drown them in the goblet’s flow.
Yes! dash them in this brimming cup,
Dash them in, and drink them up.
Drink, drink, deeply drink,
Never feel, and never think.

¢¢ Hark, the trumpets! The king and queen!
The procession is coming. Let ’s away.”’
¢¢ Again! they must be near. Hurry, hurry, for
aces.’’
¢¢ Break all the cups and dishes. Come along!”
The multitude from all quarters hurried to the
t circus amid the clash of ten thousand cym-
g::, and the blast of innumerable trumpets. In
the distance, issuing from the gates of Bagdad,
might be detected a brilliant crowd, the advance
company of the bridal procession. .
TEere came five hundred maidens crowned with
flowers, and beauteous as the buds that girt their
hair. Their flowing robes were -whiter than the
swlan, and each within her hand a palm bramch
‘held.
- Followed these a band of bright musicians,
clothed in golden robes, and sounding silver trum-
pets.
Then five hundred youths, brilliant as:stars, clad
in jackets of white fox-skin, and alternately bearing
baskets of fruit or flowers.
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Followed these a band of bright musicians, cloth-
ed in silver robes, and sounding golden trumpets.

Six choice steeds, sumptuously caparisoned, each
led by an Arab groom(2).

The household of Medad, in robes of crimson,
- lined with sable.

The standard of Medad.

Medad, on a‘coal-black Arab, followed by three
hundred officers of his division, all mounted on
steeds of a pure race.

Slaves, bearing the bridal present of Medad, six
Damascus sabres of unrivalled temper(3).

Twelve choice steeds, sumptuously caparisoned,
each led by an Anatolian groom.

The household of Ithamar, in robes of violet,
lined with ermine.

The standard of Ithamar.

Ithamar, on a snow-white Anatolian charger(4),
followed by six hundred efficers of his division, all
mounted on steeds of a pure race.

Slaves bearing the marriage present of Ithamar.
A golden vase of rubies, borne on a violet throne,

One hundred negroes, their noses bored, and hung
with rings of brilliants, playing upon wind instru-
ments and kettle-drums, '

The standard of the city of Bagdad.

The deputation from the citizens of Bagdad.

Two hundred mules with caparisons of satin, em-
broidered with gold, and adorned with small golden
bells. These bore the sumptuous wardrobe, pre-
sented by the cityto their princess. Each mule was
attended by a girl, dressed like a Peri, with starry
_ wings, and a man, masqued as a hideous Dive.

The standard of Egypt.

The deputation from the Hebrews of Egypt,
mounted on dromedaries, with silver furniture.
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Fifty slaves, bearing their present to the princess,
with golden cords, a mighty bath of jasper,
beautifully carved, the sarcophagus of some an-
cient temple, and purchased for an immense sum.

The standard of Syria.

The deputation from the Hebrews of the Holy
Land, headed by Rabbi Zimri himself, each carrying
in his hand his offering to the nuptail pair, a pre-
cious vase, containing earth from the mount of
Sion.

The standard of Hamadan.

The deputation from the citizens of Hamadan,
headed by the venerable Bostenay himself, whose
sumptuous charger was led by Caleb.

The present of the city of Hamadan to David Al-
roy, offered, at his own suggestion, the cup in which
the prince of the captivity carried his tribute, now
borne full of sand.

Fifty choice steeds, sumptuously caparisoned,
each led by a Median or Persian groom.

The household of Abner and Miriam, in number
twelve hundred, clad in chain armour of ivory and
gold. ‘

The standard of the Medes and Persians.

"Two white elephants, with golden litters, bear-
ing the viceroy and his princess.

The offering of Abner to Alroy, twelve elephants
of state, with furniture embroidered with jewels,
each tended by an Indian clad in chain armour of
ivory and gold. C

The offering of Miriam to Schirene. Fifty plants
‘of roses from Rocnabad(5), a white shawl of Kash-
mere fifty feet in length, which folded into the handle
of a fan ; fifty screens each made of a feather of the
roc$6); and fifty vases of crystal full of exquisite
perfumes, and each sealed with a talisman of pre-
cious stones.
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After these followed the eunuch guard.

Then came the band of the Serail, consisting of
there hundred dwarfs, hideous indeed to behold, but
the most complete musieians in the world.

The steeds of Solomon, in number one hundred,
each with a natural star upon its front, uneapari-
soned, and led only by a bridle of diamonds.

The household of Alroy and Schirene. Foremost,
the Lord Honain riding upon a chesaut charger shod
with silver; the dress of the rider pink with silver
stars. From his rosy turban depended a tremulous
aigrette of brilliants(7), blaziag, with a thousand
shifting tints.

Two hundred pages followed him ; and then ser-
vants of both sexes, gorgeously habited, amounting
to nearly two thousand, earrying rich vases, mag-
nifieent caskets, and costly robes. The treasurer and
two hundred of his underlings came after, shower-
ing golden dirhems on all sides.

¥ he sceptre of Solomon, borne by Asriel him-
self.

A magnificent and lofty ecar, formed of blue en-
amel with golden wheels, and axletrees of turquoises
and brilliants, and drawn by twelve snow-white and -
sacred horses, four abreast ; in the car, Alroy and
Schirene.

Five thousand of the sacred guard closed the pro-
cession.

Amid the exclamations of the people, this gor-
geous procession crossed the plain, and moved
around the mighty circus. The conqueror and his
bride ascended their throne; its steps were covered
by the youths and maidens.  On the throne, upon
their right, sat the venerable Bostenay; on the left,
the gallant viceroy and his princess.  The chartaks
on each side were crowded with the court.
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The deputations made their offerings, the chiefs
and captains paid their homage, the trades of the
city moved before the throne in order, and exhibit-
ed their various ingenuity. Thrice was the pro-
clamation made, amid the sound of trumpets, and
then began the games.

A thousand horsemen dashed into the arena and
threw the jerreed. They galloped at full speed,
they arrested their firey chargers in mid course,
and flung their long javelins at the minute but spark-
ling target, the imitative form of a rare and brilliant
bird. The conquerors received their prizes from
the hand of the princess herself, bright shawls, and
jewelled daggers, and rosaries of gems. Sometimes
the trumpets announced a prize from the vice.queen,
sometimes from the venerable Bostenay, sometimes
from the victorious generals, or the loyal deputa-
tions, sometimes from the united trades, sometimes
from the city of Bagdad, sometimes from the city
of Hamadan. The hcurs flew away in gorgeous and
ceaseless variety. '

¢¢I would we were all alone, my own Schirene,”’
said Alroy to his bride.

¢« I would so too ; and yet I love to see all Asia
prostrate at the feet of Alroy.”’

¢¢ Will the sun ne’er set! Give me thy hand to
play with.” '

¢¢ Hush! See Miriam smiles.”’ ,

¢« Lovest thou my sister, my own Schirene ?”’

« None dearer but thyself.”” \

¢¢ Talk not of my sister, but ourselves. Think-
est thou the sun is nearer setting, love ?”’

¢¢ I cannot see; thine eyes they dazzle me—they
are so brilliant, sweet!”’

« Oh! my soul, I could pour out my passion on
thy breast.”
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¢¢ Thou art very serious.””

% Love is ever so.”

¢¢ Nay, sweet! It makes me wild and fanciful.
Now I could do such things, but what I know not.
I would we had wings, and then we would fly
away.”’

¢¢ See, I must salute this victor in the games.
Must I unloose thy hand! Dear hand, farewell!
Think of me while I speak, my precious life. *Tis
done. Give back thy hand, or else methinks I 1l
die. 'What’s this!”

A horseman in no holiday dress, but covered with
dust, rushed into the circus, bearing in his hand a
tall lance, on which was fixed a scroll. The mar-
shals of the games endeavoured to prevent his ad-
vance, but he would not be stayed. His message
was to the king alone. A rumour: of news from
the army circulated throughout the crowd. And
news from the army it was. Another victory!
Scherirah had defeated the sultan of Roum, who
was now a suppliant for peace and alliance. Sooth
to say, the intelligence had arrived at dawn of day,
but the courtly Honain had contrived that it should
be communicated at a later and a more eflective
moment.

There scarcely needed this additional excitement
to this glorious day. But the people cheered, the
golden dirhems were scattered with renewed pro-
fusion, and the intelligence was received by all
parties as a solemn ratification by Jehovah, or by
Allah, of the morning ceremony.

The sun set, the court arose, and returned in the
same pomp to the serail. The twilight died away,
a beacon fired on a distant eminence announced the
entrance of Alroy and Schirene into the nuptial
chamber, and suddenly, as by magic, the mighty
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city, every mosque, and minaret, and tower, and
terrace, and the universal plain, and the number-
less pavilions, and the immense circus, and the vast
and winding river, blazed with light. From every
spot a lamp, a torch, a lanthorn, tinted with every
hue, burst forth, enormous cressets of silver ra-
diancy beamed on the top of each chartak, and huge
bonfires of ruddy flame started up along the whole
horizon.

For seven days and .seven nights, this unparal-
leled scene of rejoicing, though ever various, never
ceased. Long, long was remembered the bridal
feast of the Hebrew prince and the caliph’s daugh-
ter ; long, long did the peasantry on the plains of
Tigris sit down by the side of that starry river, and
tell the wondrous tale to their marvelling posterity.

Now what a glorious man was David Alroy, lord
of the mightiest empire in the world, and wedded
to the most beautiful princess, surrounded by a pros-
perous and obedient people, guarded by invincible
armies, one on whom earth showered all its fortune,
and heaven all its favour—and all by the power of
his own genius!
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PART IX.

I

’Twas midnight, and the storm still raged: mid the
roar of the thunder and the shrieks of the wind,
the floods of forky lightning each instant revealed
the broad and billowy breast of the troubled Tigris.

Jabaster stood gazing upon the wild scene from
the gallery of his palace. His countenance was
solemn, but disquieted.

¢ T would that he were here!”” exclaimed the
high priest. ¢ Yet why should I desire his presence,
who heralds only gloom ? Yet in his absence am
I gay? 1 am nothing. This Bagdad weighs
upon me like a cloak of lead: my spirit is dull and
broken.

¢They say Alroy gives a grand banquet in the
serail to-night, and toasts his harlot mid the thun-
derbolts. %s there no hand to write upon the wall?
He is found wanting, he is weighed, and is indeed
found wanting. The parting of his kingdom soon
will come, and then I could weep, oh! 1 could
weep, and down these stern and seldom yielding
cheeks, pour the wild anguish of my desperate wo.
So young, so great, so favoured ! But one more
step a god, and now a foul Belshazzar !

oL. 1I.—C
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¢« Was it for this his gentle youth was past in
musing solitude and mystic studies ? Was it for this
the holy messenger summoned his most religious
spirit ? Was it for this he crossed the fiery desert,
and communed with his fathers in their tombs ? Is
this the end of all his victories, and all his vast
achievement ? To banquet with a wanton !
¢« A year ago this very night, it was the eve of
battle, Istood within his tent to wait his final word.
He mused awhile, and then he said, ¢ Good night,
Jabaster!’ I believed myself the nearest to his heart,
as he has ever been nearest to mine, but that ’s all
over. He never says, ¢ Good night, Jabaster,” now.
Why, what ’s all this? Methinks I am a child.
¢¢ The Lord’s anointed is a prisoner now in the
light grating of a bright kiosk, and never gazes on
the world he conquered. Egypt and Syria, even
farthest Ind, send forth their messengers to greet
Alroy, the great, the proud, the invincible. And
where is he? In a soft paradise of girls and eu-
nuchs, crowned with flowers, listening to melting
lays, and the wild trilling of the amorous lute. He
spares no hours to council, all is left to his prime
favourites, of whom the leader is that juggling fiend
I sometime called my brother. , ,
¢¢ Why rest I here ? Where should I fly ? Me:
.thinks my presence is still a link to decency.
Should I tear off the ephod, I scarcely fancy
’twould blaze upon another’s breast. He goes not
to the sacrifice ; they say he keeps no fast, observes
no rityal, and that their festive fantasies will not be
baulked, even by the Sabbath. I have notseen him
thrice since the marriage. Honain has told her I did
.oppose it, and she bears to me a hatred that only
women feel. Our strong passions break into s
thousand purposes : women have one. Their love
is dangerous, but their hate is fatal.
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¢¢See ! a boat bounding on the waters. On such

a night,—but one would dare to venture.”

ow visible, now in darkness, a single lanthorn
at the prow, Jabaster watched with some anxiety
the slight barque buffetting the waves. A tremend-
ous flash of lightning illumined the whole river, and
tipped with a spectral light even the distant piles
o}P building. The boat, and the toiling figure of the
single rower, were distinctly perceptible. Now all
again was darkness, the wind, suddenly subsided,
in a few minutes the plash of the oars was audible,
and the boat apparently stopped beneath’the palace.

There was a knocking at the private portal.’

¢« Who knocks ?’ inquired Jabaster. ’

¢ A friend to 1srael.”

¢¢ Abidan, by his voice. Art thou alone ?”’

¢¢ The prophetess is with me ; only she.”

¢¢A moment. I’ll open the gate. Draw the
boat within the arch.”

Jabaster descended from the gallery, and in a few
moments returned with two visitors : the youthful
prophetess Esther, and her companion, a man short
ip stature, but with a very powerful and well-knit
frame. Hiscountenance was very melancholy, and
with much harshness in the lower part, not without a
degree of pensive beauty in the broad clear brow,
and sunken eyes, unuysual in oriental visages,

¢¢ A rough night,” said Jabaster.

¢¢ To those who fear it,’” replied Abidan. ¢ The
sun has brought so little joy to me, I care not for,
the storm.” o

¢¢ What news ?”’

“Wo! wo! wol”

¢¢ Thy usual note, my sister. Will the day ne’er
come when we may change it ?”’, T

¢ Wo ! wo! wo ! unutterable wo !”’

« Abidan, how fares it > =
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¢ Very well.”

¢¢ Indeed !’

¢¢ As it may turn out.”

<« You are brief.”

-« Bitter.” :

<« Have you been to court, that you have learnt
to be so wary in your words, my friend ?”’

« I know not what may happen. In time we
may become all courtiers, though I fear, Jabaster,
we have done too much to be rewarded. 1 gave
him my blood, and you something more, and now
we are at Bagdad. ’Tis afine city. Iwishto hea-
ven the shower of Sodom would rain upon its
terraces.”

¢¢] know thou hast something terrible to tell.
I know it by that gloomy brow of thine, that low-
ers like the tempest. Speak out, man. 1 can bear
the worst, for which I am prepared.”

¢¢ Take it then. Alroy has proclaimed himself
caliph. Abner is made sultan of Persia. Asriel,
Ithamar, Medad and the chief captains, viziers ;
Honain, their chief. Four Moslemin nobles are
sworn into the council. The princess goes to
mosque in state next Friday ; ’tis said thy pupil
doth accompany her.”’

¢« 1’1l not believeit! By the God of Sinai, I’ll
not believe it! "Were my own eye the accursed
witness of the dead, I’d not believe it. Go to
mosque ! They play with thee, my good Abidan,
they play with thee.””

¢ As it may be. ’Tis a rumour, but ramours
herald deeds. The rest of my intelligence is true.
I had it from my kinsman, stout Zalmunna. He
left the banquet.”

¢¢Shall I go to him? Methinks one single word
—To mosque! only a rumour and a false one. 1’11
never believe it ; no, no, no, never, never! Ishe
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not the Lord’s anointed? The ineflable curse upon
this daughter of the Moabite! No marvel that it
thunders! By heavens, I’ll go and beard him in
his orgies !”’ ‘ ‘ o

¢You know your power better than Abidan.
You bearded him before his marriage, yet——"" "

¢¢ He married. ’Tis true. Honain, their chief.
And I kept his ring! Honain is my brother.
Have I ne’er a dagger to cut the bond of brother-
hood ?”? h ' o

¢¢ We have all daggers, Jabaster, if we know but
how to use them.” o '

¢¢’Tis strange—we met after twenty years of
severance. You were not in the chamber, Abi-
dan. ’T was at council. We met after twenty
years of severance. He is my hrother. ’Tis
strange, I say ; I felt that man shrink from my
embrace.” R

¢¢ Honain is a philosopher, and believes in sym-
pathy. ’>Twould appear there was none between
you. His system, then, absolves you from all
ties.”’ ‘ :

¢¢ You are sure the rest of the intelligence istrue?
1°11 not believe the mosque—the rest is bad
enough.” ' '

“%nlmunna left the banquet. Hassan Subah’s
brother sat above him.”’ ‘ ' -

¢¢ Subah’s brothér! T is all over, then. Is he
of the council?’” s S

¢¢ Ay, and others.”

¢«“Where now is Israel?”

¢¢ She should be in her tents.”

¢« Wo! wo! wo! unutterable wo!”” exclaimed
the prophetess, who, standing motionless in the
back of the chamber, seemed inattentive to their
conversation. B : o
- Jabaster paced the gallery with agitated steps.

¢A..02 - = < ot B O
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Suddenly he stopped, and, walking up to Abi-
dan, seized his arm, and looked him sternly in the
face. ¢ I know thy thought, Abidan,” exclaimed
the priest ; ¢¢ but it cannotie. 1 have dismissed,—
henceforth and for ever I have dismissed all feeling
from my mind ; now I have no brother, no friend,
no pupil, and, I fear, no saviour. " Israel is all and
all to me. I have no other life—’tis not compune-
tion, then, that stays my arm. My heart ’s as hard
as thine.”

¢¢ Why stays it, then ?”’

¢Because with him we fall. He is the last of
all his sacred line. There is no other hand to grasp
our sceptre.”’

¢¢ Qur sceptre!—what sceptre ?”’

¢¢ The sceptre of our kings.”

¢¢ Kings 1’

¢ Ay, why dost thou look so dark ?”’

¢¢ How looked the prophet when the stiff-necked
populace forsooth must have a king? Did he
smile ? Did he shout, and clap his hands, and cry,
God save his majesty ! Oh, Jabaster ! honoured,
rare Jabaster! thou second Samuel of our light-
headed people! there was a time when Israel had
no king except their God. Were we viler then?
Did kings conquer Canaan? Who was Moses, who
was Aaron, who was mighty Joshua? Was the
sword of Gideon a kingly sword? Did the locks
of Sampson shade royal templess Would a king
have kept his awful covenant like solemn Jephtha ?
Royal words are light as air, when, to maintain
them, you injure any other than a subject !

¢« Kings! why what ’s aking? Why should one
man break the equal sanctity of our chosen
race? Is their blood purer than ourown? We are
all the seed of Abraham. Who was Saul, and who
was David ? I never heard they were a different
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breed unto our fathers. Grant them devout,
which they were not ; and brave and wise, which
other men were ; have their posterity a patent
for all virtues? No, Jabaster! thou ne’er didst
err, but when thou placed a crown upon this
haughty stripling. What he did, a thousan-’ might
have done. ’Twas thy mind inspired the deed.
And now heis a king; and now, Jabaster, the very
soul of Israel, who should be our judge and leader
—Jabaster trembles in disgrace,while our unhal-
lowed sanhedrim is filled with Ammonites!’”

¢¢Oh, Abidan! thou hast touched me to the
quick ; thou hast stirred up thoughts that ever and
anon, like strong and fatal vapours, have risen from
the dark abyss of thought, and I have quelled
them.”

¢ Let them rise, [ say—let them drown the
beams of that all-scorching sun we suffer under,
that drinks all vegetation up, and makes us languish
with a dull exhaustion.”

¢« Joy! ‘joy! unutterable joy !*’

¢Hark! the prophetesshas changed her note; and
yet she hears us not. The spirit of the Lord is
truly with her. Come, Jabaster, 1 see thy heartis
opening to thy people’s sufferings: thy people, my
Jabaster, for art not thou our judge ? at least, thou
shalt be.”’

« Can we call back the theocracy ?—1Is ’t pos-
sible ?”’

¢«¢ But say the word, and it is done, Jabaster.
Nay, starenot. Dost thou think there are no true
ears in Israel ? Dost thou suppose thy children
have beheld, without a thought, the foul insults
Koured on thee—thee, their priest, their adored

igh priest, one who recalls the best days of the

past—the days of their great judges. But one word,
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one single movement of that mitred head, and——
But I speak unto a mind that feels more than I can
express. Be silent, tongue, thou art a babbling
counsellor. Jabaster’s patriot soul needs not the
idle schooling of a child, If he be silent, ’tis that
his wisdom deems the hour’s not ripe ; but when
her leader speaks, Israel will not be slack.”

¢ The Moslemin in council! We know what
must come next. Our national existence is in its
last agony. Methinks the time is very ripe,
Abidan.”’

¢ Why so we think, great sir; and say the word,
and twenty thousand spears will guard the ark.
I ’ll answer for my men. Stout Scherirah looks
grimly on the Moabites. A word from thee, and
the whole Syrian army will join our banner—the
lion of Judah, that shall be our flag. The tyrant and
his satraps, let them die, and then the rest must join
us. We ’ll proclaim the covenant, and, leaving

" Babylon to a bloody fate, march on to Sion!”’

¢¢ Sion, his youthful dream, Sion!”’

¢¢ You muse ?”’

¢ King or no king, he is the Lord’s anointed.
Shall this hand, that poured the oil on his hallowed
head, wash out the balmy signet with his blood !
Must 1 slay him ? Shall this kid be seethed even
in its mother’s milk

« His voice is low, and yet his face is troubled.
How now, sir ?”’

¢ What art thou ? Ah! Abidan, trusty, staunch
Abidan ! You see, Abidan, I was thinking, my
%ood Abidan, all this may be the frenzy of a revel.

o-morrow’s dawn may summon cooler councils.
The tattle of the table, it is sacred. Let us forget
it ; let us pass it over. The Lord may turn his
heart. ho knows, who knows, Abidan ?”’
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¢¢ Noble sir, a moment since your mind was like
your faith, firm and resolved, and now——"

¢¢ School me not, school me not, good Abidan.
There is that within my mind you cannot fathom ;
some secret sorrows whichare all my own. Leave
me, good friend, leave me awhile. When Israel
calls me I shall not be wanting. Be sure of that,
Abidan, be sure of that. Nay, do not go; the night
is very rough, and the fair prophetess should not
stem again the swelling river. I1’ll to my closet,
and will soon return.”’

Jabaster quitted the gallery, and entered a small
apartment. Several large volumes, unclasped and
open, were lying on various parts of the divan.
Before them stood his brazen cabalistic table. He
closed the chamber with a cautious air. He ad-
vanced into the centre of the apartment. He lifted
up his hands to heaven, and clasped them with an
expression almost of agony.

¢ Is it come to this ?”> he muttered in a tone of
deep oppression. ¢ Is it come to this ? What is ’t
I have heard ? what done ? Down, tempting
devil, down! Oh! life, oh! glory, oh! my country,
my chosen people, and my sacred creed!—why do
we live, why act, why have we feeling for aught
that ’s famous, or for aught that ’s holy ? Let me
die, let—Ilet me die. The torture of existence is
too great.”

He flung himself upon the couch, he buried his
awful countenance in his robes. His mighty heart
was convulsed with passion. There did he lie, that
great and solemn man, prostrate and wo-begone.



84 THE WONDROUS TALE

II

¢« The noisy banquet lingers in my ear ; I love
to be alone.”

¢« With me ?”

¢« Thou art myself ; I have no other life.”

¢ Sweet bird! It is now a caliph.”

« I am what thou willest, soul of my sweet ex-
istence! Pomp and dominion, fame and victory,
seem now but flawed and dimly-shaded gems com-
pared with thy bright smile!”

¢ My plaintive nightingale, shall we hunt to-
day ?”

« Alas! my rose, I’d sooner lie upon this lazy
couch, and gaze upon thy beauty!”’

¢¢ Or sail upon the cool and azure lake, in some
bright barque, like to a sea-nymph’s shell, and fol-
lowed by the swans ?”’

¢¢ There is no lake so blue as thy deep eye; there
is no swan so white as thy round arm!*’

¢ Or shall we lance our falcons in the air, and
bring the golden pheasant to our feet ?”’

¢1 am the golden pheasant at thy feet, why
wouldest thou richer prey ?”’

¢ Rememberest thou thy earliest visit to this dear
kiosk, my gentle mute ? There thou stoodest with
folded arms, and looks demure as day, and ever and
anon with those dark eyes, stealing a glance which
made my cheek quite pale. Methinks I see thee
even yet, shy bird. Dost know, I was so foolish
when it quitted me, dost know I cried ?”’

¢¢ Ah, no! thou didst not cry ?”’

¢ Indeed, I think I did,”
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_ ¢Tell me again, my own Schirene, indeed didst
e ?’)

¢ Indeed I did, my soul !” :

I would those tears were in some crystal vase,
I°d give a province for the costly urn.”

She threw her arms around his neck and covered
his face with kisses,

Sunset sounded from the minarets. They arose
and wandered together in the surrounding paradise.
The sky was tinted with a pale violet flush, a single
star floating by the side of the white moon, that
beamed with a dim lustre, soft and shapely as a
pearl.

¢¢ Beautiful !’ exclaimed the pensive Schirene,
as she gazed upon the star. ¢ Oh! my Alroy,
why cannot we ever live alone, and ever 1n a para-
dise !’

“I am wearied of empire,’” replied Alroy with
a smile, ¢¢let usfly !”

¢ Is there no island with all that can make life
charming, and yet impervious to man ? How little
do we require ! Ah! if these gardens, instead of
being surrounded by hateful Bagdad, were only
encompassed by some beautiful ocean !”’

« My heart, we live in a paradise, and are sel-
dom disturbed, thanks to Honain !*’

- ¢ But the very consciousness that there are any
other persons existing hut ourselves is to me pain-
ful. Every one who even thinks of you seems to
rob me of a part of your being. Besides, 1 am
weary of pomp and palaces, 1 should like to live
in a sparry grot, and sleep upon a couch of sweet
leaves !

This interesting discussion was disturbed by a
dwarf, who, in addition to being very small, and
very ugly, was dumb. He bowed before the prin-
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cess and then had recourse to a great deal of pan-
tomimic action, by which she, at length, discov-
ered that it was dinner-time. No other person
could have ventured to disturb the royal pair, but
this little being was a privileged favourite.

So Alroy and Schirene entered the serail. An
immense cresset-lamp, fed with perfumed oil, threw
a soft light round the sumptuous chamber. Atthe
end stood a row of eunuchs in scarlet dresses, and
each holding a tall silver staff. The caliph and the
sultana threw themselves upon a couch covered with
a hundred cushions ; on one side stood a grou
consisting of the captain of the guard and other oﬁq
cers of the household, on the other, of beautiful
female slaves magnificently attired.

The line of domestics at the end of the apartment
opened, and a body of slaves advanced, carrying
trays of ivory and gold, and ebony, and silver, co-
vered with the choicest dainties, most curiously

repared. These were in turn offered to the ca- .
iph and the sultana by their surrounding attend-
ants. The princess accepted a spoon made of a
single pearl, the long, thin golden handle of which
was studded with rubies, and condescended to par-
take of some saffron soup, of which she was very
fond. Afterwards she regaled herself with the
breast of a cygnet stuffed with almonds, and stewed
with violets and cream. Having now a liltle sa-
tisfied her appetite, and wishing to show a mark of
her favour to a particular individual, she ordered
the captain of the guard instantly to send him the
whole of the next course(8) with her compliments,
Her attention was then engaged with a dish of those
delicate ortolans that feed upon the vine-leaves of
Schiraz, and with which the governor of Nishabur
took especial care that she should be well provided.
Tearing their delicate forms to pieces with her still
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more delicate fingers, she insisted upon feeding Al- -
roy, who of course yielded to her solicitations. In
the meantime, they refreshed themselves with their
favourite sherbet of pomegranates, and the golden
wine of mount Lebanon(9). The caliph, who
could eat no more ortolans, although fed by such
delicate fingers, was at length obliged to call for
¢rice,”” which was synonymousto commanding the
banquet to disappear. The attendants now brought,
to each, basins of gold, and ewers of rock crystal
filled with rose-water, with towels of that rare
Egyptian linen, which can only be made of the
cotton that grows upon the banks of the Nile.
‘While they amused themselves with eating sugar-
plums, and drinking coffee flavoured with cinnamon,
the female slaves danced before them in the most
graceful attitudes to the melody of invisible musi-
cians.

¢ My enchanting Schirene,” said the caliph, ¢«I
have dined, thanks to your attention, very well.
These slaves of yours dance admirably, and are ex-
ceedingly beautiful. Your music, too, is beyond
all praise ; but, for my own part, I would sooner
be quite alone, and listening to one of your songs.”

¢1 have written a new one to-day. You shall
hear it.” So saying, she clapped her little white
hands, and the whole of the retinue immediately
withdrew.

III.

¢ The stars are stealing forth, and so will I
Sorry sight! to view Jabaster, with a stealthy step,
skulk like a thing dishonoured! Oh! may the pur-
pose consecrate the deed—the die is cast.”

Vor. II.—D
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So saying the high priest, muffled up in his robe,
emerged from his palace into the busy streets. It
is at night that the vitality of oriential life is most
impressive. The narrow winding streets, crowded
with population breathing the now sufferable air,
the illuminated coffee-houses, the groups of gay,
yet sober revellers, the music and the dancing,
" and the animated recitals of the poet and the storier,
all combine to invest the starry hours with a be-
guiling, and even fascinating, character of enjoy-
ment and adventure.

It was the night after the visit of Abidan and the
prophetess. Jabaster had agreed to meet Abidan
in the square of the great mosque two hours after
sunset, and thither he now repaired. -

¢ I am somewhat before my time,” he said, as
he entered the great square, over which the rising
moon threw a full flood of light. A few dark
shadows of human beings alone moved in the dis-
tance. The world wasinthestreetsand coffee-houses.
¢« Y am somewhat before my time,”” said Jabaster.
¢¢ Conspirators are watchful. I'am anxious for the
meeting, and yet I dread it. Since he broke this
business I have never slept, My mind is a chaos.
I°ll not think. If ’tis to be done, let it be done at
once. I am more tempted to sheathe this dagger
in Jabaster’s breast than in Alroy’s. If life or em-
pire were the paltry stake, I °d end a life that now
can bring no joy, and yield authority that hath no
charm ; but Israel, Israel, thou for whom I have
endured so much—let me forget Jabaster had a
mother. ‘

¢¢ But for this thought that links me with my
God, and leads my temper to a higher state, how
vain and sad, how wearisome and void, were this
said world they think of ! But for this thought I
could sit down and die. Yea! my great heart
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could crack, worn out, worn out : my mighty pas-
sions, with their fierce but flickering flame, sink
down and die, and the strong brain that e’er hath
urged my course, and pricked me onward with per-
petual thought, desert the rudder it so long hath
held, like some baffled pilot in blank discomfiture,
in the far centre of an unknown sea.
, ¢ Study and toil, anxiety and sorrew, mighty
action, perchance time agd disappeintment, which
is worse than all, have done their work, and not in
vain. I am no longer the saine Jabaster that gazed
upon the stars of Caucasus. Methinks even they
look dimmer than of yore. The glory of my lite
is fading. My leaves are sear, tinged, but not
tainted. ¥ am still the same in one respect—I have
not left my God, in deed or thought. Ah! who
art thou ?”’

¢¢ A friend to Israel.”

¢ 1 am glad that Israel hath a friend. Noble
Abidan, I have well considered all that hath passed
between us. Soothto say,you touched upon a string
I *ve played before, but kept it for my loneliness;
a jarring tune, indeed a jarring tune, but so it is,
and being 80, let me at once unto your. friends,
Abidan.” :

¢ Noble Jabaster, thou art what I deemed thee.*’

“ Abidan, they say the consciousness of doing
justly is the best basis of a happy mind.”

¢« Even so.”

¢ And thou believest it ?”?

¢ Without doubt.””

¢« We are doing very justly 3"’ ,

¢ ’Tis a weak word for such a holy purpose.”

¢ I am most wretched!”’
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Iv.

The high priest and his companion entered the
house of Abidan. Jabaster addressed the already
assembled guests. ‘

¢¢ Brave Scherirah, it joys me to find thee here.
In Israel’s cause when was Scherirah wanting ?
Stout Zalmunna, we have not seen enough of each
other: the blame is mine. Gentle prophetess, thy
blessing !

¢¢ Good friends, why we meet here is known to
all. Little did we dream of such a meeting when
we crossed the Tigris. But that is nothing. We
come to act, and not to argue. Our great minds, they
are resolved: our solemn purpose requires no de-
monstration. If there be one amongus who would
have Israel a slave to Ishmael, who would lose all
 we have prayed for, all we have fought for, all
which we have won, and all for which we are pre-
Eared to die—if there be one among us who would

ave the ark polluted, and Jehovah’s altar stained
with a Gentile sacrifice—if there be one among us
who does not sigh for Sion, who would not yield his
breath to build the temple and gain the heritage his
fathers lost, why let him go! There is none such
amon‘%,us: then stay and free your country!”’

¢¢ We are prepared, great Jabaster; we are pre-
pared, all, all 1> -

¢ I know it; you are like myself. Necessity
hath taught decision. Now for our plans. Speak,
Zalmunna.” :

« Noble Jabaster, I see much difficulty. Alroy
no longer quits his palace. Our entrance unwatch-
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ed is, you well know, impossible. What say you,
Scherirah ?”’ :

¢« I doubt not of my men, but war against Alrvy
is, to say nought of danger, a doubtful issue.”

¢¢ I am prepared to die, but not to fail,”’ said
Abidan. ¢ We must be certain. Open war I fear.
The mass of the army will side with their leaders,
and they are with the tyrant. Let usdo the deed,.
and they must join us.”

¢¢ Is it impossible to gain his presence to some
sacrifice in honour of some by-gone victory—what
think ye ?”’

¢¢ I doubt much, Jabaster. At this moment he
little wishes to sanction our national ceremonies
with his royal person. The woman assuredly will
stay him. And even if he come, success is difficult,
and therefore doubtful.”’

«¢ Noble warriors, list to a woman’s voice,” ex-
claimed the prophetess, coming forward. «’Tis
weak, but with such instruments, even the aspira-
tions of a child, the Lord will commune with his
chosen people. There is a secret way by which I
can gain the gardens of the palace. To-morrow
night, just as the moon is in her midnight bower,
behold the accursed pile shall blaze. Let Abidan’s
troop be all prepared, and at the moment the flames
first mount, march to the seraglio gate as if with aid.
The affrightened guard will offer no opposition.
While the troops secure the portals, you yourselves,
Zalmunna, Abidan and Jabaster, rush to the royal
chamber and do the deed. In the meantime, let
brave Scherirah, with his whole division surround
the palace, as if unconscious of the mighty work.
Then come you forward, show, if it heed, with
tears, the fated body to the soldiery, and announce
the theocracy.” '

D2
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the curtain. Pale and panting, she rushed back,
yet with a light step. She beheld Alroy !

For a moment she leant against the wall, over-
powered by her emotions. Again she advanced,
and gazed on her unconseious victim.

¢¢ Can the guilty sleep like the innocent? Who
would deem this gentle slumberer had betrayed the
highest trust that ever Heaven vouchsafed to fa-
voured man? He looks not like a tyrant and a trai-
tor : calm his brow, and mild his placid breath!.
His long dark hair, dark as the raven’s wing, hath
broken from its fillet, and courses, like a wild and
stormy night, over his pale and moon-lit brow.
His cheek is delicate, and yet repose hath brought
a flush ; and on his lip there seems some word of
love, that will not quit it. It is the same Alroy
that blessed our vision, when, like the fresh and
glittering star of morn, he rose up in the desert,
and, bringing joy to others, brought to me only——

¢ Oh ! hush my heart, and let thy secret lie hid .
in the charnel-house of crushed affections. Hard
is the lot of woman : to love and to conceal is our
sharp doom! Oh bitter life! oh most unnatural
lot! Man made society, and made us slaves. And

" 80 we droop and die, or else take refuge in idle
fantasies, to which we bring the fervour that is
meant for nobler ends.

¢« Beauteous hero! whether I bear thee most ha-
tred or most love, I cannot tell. Die you must ;
yet I feel 1 should die with thee. Oh ! that to-
night could lead at the same time unto our marriage
bed and funeral pyre. Must that white bosem
bleed? and must those delicate limbs be hacked
and handled by these bloody butchers? Is that
justice? They lie, the traiors, when they call
thee false to our God. Thou art thyself a God, and



OF ALROY. 45

I could worship thee! See those beauteous lips—
they move. Hark to the music!”
- ¢¢ Schirene, Schirene!”’

¢¢There wanted but that word to summon back
my senses. Oh ! fool, fool! where is thy fancy
wandering? I’ll not wait for tardy justice. I ’ll do
the deed myself. Shall I not kill my Sisera?”’
She seized a dagger from the ottoman, a rare and
highly-tempered blade. Up she raised it in the air,
and dashed it to his heart, with superhuman force.
It struck against the talisman which Jabaster had

iven Alroy, and which, from a lingering supersti-
tion he still wore ; it struck, and shivered into a
thousand pieces. The caliph sprang from his
couch, his eyes met the prophetess, standing over
him in blank despair, with the hilt of the daggerin
her hand.

¢ What is all this! Schirene! Who art thou?
Esther !”” He jumped from the couch, called to
Pharez, and seized her by both hands. ¢¢Speak!”’
he continued. ¢¢ Art thou Esther? What dost
thou here?” .

She broke into a wild laugh ; she wrestled with
his grasp, and pulled him towards the gallery. He
beheld the chief tower of the serail in flames.
Joining her hands together, grasping them both in
one of his, and dragging her towards the ottoman,
he seized a helmet, and flung it upon the mighty
shield. It sounded like a gong. Pharez start-
ed from his slumbers, and rushed into the cham-
ber. -

¢¢Pharez! Treason! treason! Send instant
orders that the palace gates are open on no pretence
whatever. Go, fly! See the captain himself.
Summon the household. Order all toarms. Speed
for our lives !

The whole palace was now roused. Alroy de-
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livered Esther, exhausted and apparently sense-
less, to a guard of eunuchs. Slaves and attendants
oured in from all directions. Soon arrived
chirene, with dishevelled hair and hurried robes,
attended by a hundred maidens, each bearing a
torch.

¢ My soul, what ails thee ?’

¢¢ Nothing, sweetest ; all will soon be well,”
replied Alroy, picking up, and examining the frag-
ments of the shivered dagger, which he had just
discovered.

¢¢ My life has been attempted ; the palace is in
flames; 1 suspect the city is in insurrection. . Look
to your mistress, maidens !’ Schirene fell into
their arms. << 1’1l soon be back.” 8o saying, he
rushed to the grand court.

Several thousand persons, for the population of the
serail and its liberties was very considerable, were
assembled in the grand court; eunuchs, women,
pages, slaves and servants, and a few seldiers.
All in confusion and alarm, fire raging within, and
mysterious and terrible outcries without. A cry
of ¢ the caliph! the caliph !”’ announced the
arrival of Alroy, and produced a degree of compa-
rative silence.

¢ Where ’s the captain of the guard ?¥ he ex-
claimed. ¢ That’s well. Open the gates to none.
Who will leap the wall, and bear a message to
Asriel? You? That’s well too. To-morrow you
shall yourself command. Where ’s Mesrour? Take
the eunuch guard and the company of garden-
ers(10), and suppress the flames at all cost. Pull
down the intervening buildings. Abidan ’s troop
arrived with succour, eh ! I doubt it not. I ex-
pected them. Open to none. They force an
entrance—eh ? I thought so. So that javelin has
killed a traitor. Feed me with arms. I’ll keep
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the gate. Send again to Asriel. Where ’s Pharez?”

¢« By your side, my lord.” ,

% Run to the queen, my faithful Pharez, and tell
her that all’s well. I wish it were ! Didst ever
hear a' din so awful? Methinks all the tambours and
the cymbals of the city are in full chorus. Foul
play, I guess. Oh! for Asriel! Has Pharez re-
turned ?”’

¢ I am by your side, my lord.”

¢« How ’s the queen ?”?

¢« She would gladly join your side.”

¢¢No, no! Keep the gates there. Who says
they are making fires before them? ’Tis true.
We must sally, if the worst come to the worst, and
die at least like soldiers. Oh Asriel ! Asriel !’

¢ May it please your highness, the troops are
pouring in from all quarters.”’

¢«’Tis Asriel.”

¢No ! your highness, ’tis not the guard. Me-
thinks they are Scherirah’s men.””

¢ Hum ! What it all is, I know not ; but very
foul play, I do not doubt. 'Where ’s Honain ?*’

¢ With the queen, sire.”’

¢¢'Tig-well.  What is that shout ?”’

¢«¢ Here ’s the messenger from Asriel. Make
way ! way !”?

¢« Well ! how is’t, sir ?” '

¢« Please your highness, I could not reach the
guard.”

¢Could not reach the guard ! God of my fa-
thers ! who should let thee ?”

¢ Sire, I was taken prisoner.”

¢ Prisoner ! By the thunder of Sinai, are we at
war ? Who made thee prisoner ?”

¢¢Sire, they have proclaimed thy death.”

“ Who ?” :
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¢« The council of the elders. So Iheard. Abi-
dan, Zalmunna » :

¢¢ Rebels and dogs ! 'Who else ?”’

¢ The high priest.”

¢«Hah ! Is it there? Pharez, fetch me some
drink. Is it true Scherirah has joined them ?”’

¢¢ His force surrounds the serai{. Noaid canreach
us without cutting through his ranks.”

¢ Oh ! that I were there with my good guard !
Are we to die here like rats, fairly murdered?
Cowardly knaves ! Hold out, hold out, my men !
’Tis sharp work, but some of us will smile at this
hereafter. 'Who stands by Alroy to-night bravely
and truly, shall have his heart’s content to-morrow.
Fear not, fear not : I was pot born to die in a civic
broil. I bear a charmed life. So to it.”

VL

¢ Go to the caliph, good Honain, I pray thee
%o. I can support myself, he needs thy counsel.

id him not expose his preciouslife. The wicked
men ! Asriel must soon be here. What sayest
thou?”’

¢ There is no fear. Their plans are ill-devised.
I have long expected this stormy night, and feel
even now more anxious than alarmed.” : :

¢’Tis I they aim at—it is I they hate. The
high priest, too! Ay, ay! Thy proud brother;
good Honain, I have ever felt he would not rest
until he drove me from this throne, my right ; or
washed my hated name from out our annals in my
life’s blood. Wicked, wicked Jabaster ! He
frowned upon me from the first, Honain, Is he in-
deed thy brother ?”’
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“I care not to remember. He aims at some-
thing further than thy life ; but time will teach us
more than all our thoughts.”’

VIL

The fortifications of the serail resisted all the ef-
forts of the rebels. Scherirah remained in his
quarters with his troops under arms, and recalled
the small force that he had originally sent out as
much to watch the course of events as to assist Abi-
dan. Asriel and Ithamar poured down their col-
umns in the rear of that chieftain, and by dawn a
division of the guard had crossed the river, the care
of which had been entrusted to Scherirah, and had
thrown themselves into the palace. Alroy sallied
forth at the head of these fresh troops. His pres-
ence decided a result which was perhaps never
doubtful. The division of Abidan fought with the
desperation that became their fortunes. The car-
nage was dreadful, but their discomfiture complete.
They no lon’%er acted in masses, or with any gene-
ral system. They thought only of self-preservation,
or of selling their lives at the dearest cost. Some
dispersed, some escaped. Others entrenched
themselves in houses, others fortified the bazaar.
All the horrors of war in the streets were now ex-
perienced. The houses were in flames, the tho-
roughfares flowed with blood.

At the head of a band of faithful followers Abidan
proved himself by his courage and resources worthy
of success. At length, he was alone, or only sur-
rounded by his enemies. With his back against a
building in a narrow street, where the number of
his opponents only embarrassed them, the three

Vor. II.—{I
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foremost of his foes fell before his irresistible scime-
tar. The barricadoed door yielded to the pressure
of the multitude. Abidan rushed up the narrow
stairs, and gaining a landing-place, turned suddenly
round, and cleaved the skull of his nearest pursuer.
He hurled the mighty body at his followers, and
retarding their advance, himself dashed onward,
and gained the terrace of the mansion. Three
soldiers of the guard followed him as he bounded
from terrace to terrace. One armed with a dart,
hurled the javelin at the chieftain. The weapon
slightly wounded Abidan, who, drawing it from his
arm, sent it back to the heart of its owner. The
two other soldiers, armed only with swords, gained
upon him. He arrived at the last terrace in the
cluster of buildings. He stood at bay on the brink
of the precipice. He regained his breath, They
approached him. Hedodged them in their course.
Suddenly, with admirable skill, he flung his scime-
tar edgewise at the legs of his farthest foe, who
stopped short, roaring with pain. The chieftain
sprang at the foremost, and hurled him down into
the street below, where he was dashed into atoms.
A trap-door offered itself to the despairing eye of
the rebel. He descended and found himself ina
room filled with women. They screamed, herushed
through them, and descending a staircase, entered
a chamber tenanted by a bed-ridden old man. The
ancient invalid inquired the cause of the uproar,
and died of fright before he could receive an answer,
at the sight of the awful being before him, covered
with streaming blood. Abidan secured the door,
washed his blood-stained face, and disguising him-
self in the dusty robes of the deceased Armenian,
sallied forth to watch the fray. The obscure street
was silent. The chieftain proceeded unmolested.
At the corner he found a soldier holding a charger

for his captain. Abidan unarmed, seized a poig-
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nard from the soldier’s belt, and stabbed him to the
heart, and vaulting on the steed, galloped towards
the river. No boat was to be found ; he breasted
the stream upon the stout courser. He reached the
opposite bank. A company of camels were repos-
ing by the side of a fountain. Alarm had dispersed
their drivers. He mounted the fleetest in appear-
ance; he dashed to the nearest gate of the city.
The guard at the gate refused him a passage. He
concealed his agitation. A marriage procession
arived returning from the country. He rushed
into their centre, and overset the bride in her
gilded wagon. In the midst.of the confusion, the
shrieks, the oaths, and the scuffle, he forced his
way through the gate, scoured over the country,
and never stopped until he had gained the desert.

VIIIL

The uproar died away. The shouts of warriors,
the shrieks of women, the wild clang of warfare,
all were silent. The flames were extinguished, the
carnage ceased. The insurrection was suppressed,
and order restored. The city, all the houses of
which were closed, was patrolled by the conquer-
ing troops, and by sunset the conqueror himself, in
his hall of state, received the reports and the con-
gratulations of his chieftains. The escape of Abidan
seemed counterbalanced by the capture of Jabaster.
After performing prodigies of valour, the high
priest had been overpowered, and was now a pris-
oner in the serail. The conduct of Scherirah was
not too curiously criticized; a commission was ap-
pointed to inquire into the mysterious affair, and
Alroy retired to the bath(11) to refresh himself

-
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after the fatigues of the first victory which he could
not consider a triumph,

As he reposed upon his couch, melancholy and
exhausted, Schirene was announced. The princess
threw herself upon his neck, and covered him with
embraces. His heart yielded to her fondness, his
spirit became lighter, his depression melted away.

¢¢ My ruby!” said Schirene, and she spoke in a
low smothered voice, her face hidden and nestled
in his breast. ¢¢ My ruby! dost thou love me ?”’

He smiled in fondness as he pressed her to his
heart.

¢ My ruby, thy pearl is so fri$htened, it dare
not look upon thee. Wicked men! ’tis I they hate,
’tis I they would destroy.”

¢¢ There is no danger, sweet. ’Tis over now.
Speak not—nay, do not think of it.”’

¢¢ Ah! wicked men! There is no joy on earth
while such things live. Slay Alroy, their mighty
master, who from vile slaves, hath made tiem

rinces! Ungrateful churls! I am so alarmed—
ne’er shall sleep again. What! slay my innocent
bird, my pretty bird, my very heart! I ’ll not be-
lieve it. It is I they hate. I am sure they ’1l kill

me. You shall never leave me, no, no, no, no! -

You shall not leave me, love, never, never! Didst
hear a noise ? Methinks they are ever here, ready
to plunge their daggers in our hearts—our soft, soft
hearts! I think you love me, child; indeed, I think
you do!”’

¢« Take courage, heart! There is no fear, my
soul; I cannot love thee more, or else I would.”

« All ‘joy is gone! I ne’er shall sleep again. Oh
my soul! art thou indeed alive? Do I indeed em-
brace my own Alroy, or is itall a wild and troubled
dream, and are my arms clasped round a shado
ghost, myself a spectre in a sepulchre ? Wicked,
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wicked men! Can it indeed be true ? What, slay
Alroy! my joy, my onlylife! Ah! wo is me; our
bright felicity hath fled forever !>’

¢ Not so, sweet child ; we are but as we were.
A few quick hours, and all will be as bright, as if
no storm had crossed our sunny days.”’

“Hast seen Asriel ? He says such fearful things!”’

¢ How now ?”

¢ Ahme? Iam desolate. I have no friend.”

¢¢ Schirene!”’

¢ They ’ll have my blood; I know they ’ll have
my blood.” .

¢¢ Indeed, an idle fancy.” '

s« Idle! Ask Asriel, question Ithamar. Idle!
’tis written in their tablets, their bloody scroll of
rapine and of murder. Thy death led only to mine,
and had they hoped my bird would but have yield-
ed his gentle mate, they would have spared him.
Ay! ay! ’tis I they hate, ’tis I they would destroy.
This form, I fear it has lost its lustre, but still ’tis
thine, and once thou saidst thou loved it; this form
was to have been hacked and mangled, this ivory
bosom was to have been ripped up and tortured,
and this warm blood, that flows alone for thee, that
fell Jabaster was to pour its tide upon the altar of
his ancient vengeance. He ever hated me!”

¢¢ Jabaster! Schirene! Where are we, and what
are we ? Life, life, they lie, that call thee nature!
Nature never sent these gusts of agony. Oh! my
heart will break. I drove him from my thought,
and now she calls him u?, and now must I remem-
ber he is my—prisoner ! God of heaven, God of
my fathers, is it come to this? Why did he not
escape ? why must Abidan, a common cut-throat,
save his graceless life, and this great soul, this stern
and mighty being—Ah me! 1 have lived long
enough. Would they had not failed, would—’

EZ2
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¢ Stop, stop, Alroy! I pray thee, love, be calm.
I came to soothe thee, not to raise thy passions. I
did not say Jabaster willed thy death, though
Asriel says so; ’tisI he wars against; andif indeed
Jabaster be a man 8o near thy heart—if he indeed
be one so necessary to thy prosperity, and cannot
live in decent order with thy slave that ’s here, I
know my duty, sir. Iwould not have thy fortunes
marred to save my single heart, although I think
’t will break. 1°’ll go, I’ll die, and deem the
hardest accident of life but sheer prosperity if it
profit thee.”’

e
—
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<« Oh Schirene ! what wouldst thou ? This—

this is torture.”
¢¢ To see thee safe and happy; nothing more.”
¢ I am both, if thou art.” .
« Care not for me, I am nothing.”
¢ Thou art all—to me.

¢¢ Calm thyself, my soul. It grieves me much °

that when I came to soothe I only galled thee.
All’s well, all’s well. Say that Jabaster lives.
What then ? He lives, and may he prove more
duteous than before; that ’s all.””

¢ He lives, he is my prisoner, he awaits his
doom. It must be given.”

¢ Yes, yes!”

¢¢ Shall we pardon ?*’

¢ My lord will do that which it pleases him.”

¢¢ Nay, nay, Schirene, I pray thee be more kind.
I am most wretched. Speak, what wouldst thou ?’

¢¢ If I must speak, I say at once—his life.”

« Ah me!”

¢¢ If our past loves have any charm, if the hope
of future joy, not less supreme, be that which binds
thee to this shadowy world, as it does me, and does
alone, I say his life, his very carnallife. He stands
between us and our loves, Alroy, and ever has.

e
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There is no happiness if Jabaster breathe; nor can
I be the same Schirene to thee as I have been, if
thls roud rebel live to spy my conduect.”
anish him, banish him!”’

. ¢¢ To herd with rebels. Isthis thy policy ??

¢ Oh Schirene ? I love not this man, although
methinks I should; yet didst thou know but all ?”’

¢ I know too much, Alroy. From the first he
has been to me a hateful thought. Come, come,
sweet bird, a boon, a boon unto thy own Schirene,
who was so frightened by these wicked men! I
fear it has done more mischief than thou deemest.
Ay! robbed us of our hopes. It may be so. A
boon, a boon ! it is not much I ask—a traitor’s

head. Come, give me thy signet ring. It will not;

nay, then, I ’l% take it. What, resist! I know a
kiss, thou hast often told me, sir, could vanquish all
denial. There it is. Is’t sweet ? Shalt have
another, and another too. I’ve got the ring !
Farewell, my lovely bird, I’ll soon return to pillow
in thy nest »

IX.

¢¢ She has got the ring! What ’s this ? what ’s
this ? Schirene! art gone ? Nay, surely not. She
jests. Jabaster! A traitor’s head ? What ho!
there. Pharez, Pharez!”

¢¢ My lord.”

¢¢ Passed the queen that way ?”’

¢¢ She did, my lord.”

¢¢Intears ¢’ .

¢« Nay, very joyful.”

“« Cal}; Holrzl{liqmck as my thought. Honam'
Honain! He waits without. I have seen the best
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of life, that’s very sure. My heart is cracking.

She surely jests. Hah! Honain. Pardon these

distracted looks. Fly to the armoury! fly, fly ?”’
¢¢ For what, my lord ?”

« Ay! for what—for what! My brain it wanders.
Thy brother—thy great brother—the queen—the
queen has stolen my signet ring, that is, I gave it
her. Fly, fly! or in a word, Jabaster is no more.
He is gone. Pharez! your arm—I swoon!”’

X.

¢¢ His highness is sorely indisposed to day.”’

¢ They say he swooned this morn.”

¢ Ay, in the bath,”

¢¢No, not in the bath. ’Twas when he heard
Jabaster’s death.”

«¢ How died he, sir ?”’

¢ Self-strangled. His mighty heart could not
endure disgrace, and thus he ended all his glorious
deeds.”

¢ A great man !”

¢¢ We shall not soon see his match. The queen
had gaihed his pardon, and herself flew to the ar-
moury to bear the news—alas ! too late.”

¢ These are strange times. Jabaster dead !*’

¢ A very great event.”’

¢¢ Who will be high priest ?”’

¢¢1 doubt the appointment will be filled up.”’

¢¢Sup you with the Lord Ithamar to-night ?”’

¢ ] do.”

¢Jalso. We'll % together. The queen had
gained his pardon. Hum! ’tis strange.”’

¢ Passing so. They say Abidan has escaped.”

I hearit. Shall we meet Medad to-night ?”’

«’Tis likely.”
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PART X.

I

¢¢ SHE comes not yet ! her cheerful form, not yet
it sparkles in our mournful sky. She comes not yet!
the shadowy stars seem sad and lustreless without
their queen. She comes not yet!”
¢ We are the watchers of the moon,
and live in loneliness to herald light.”

¢¢ She comes not yet ! her sacred form, not yet
it summons to our holy feast. She comesnot yet!
our brethren far wait mute and motionless thesaintly
beam. She comes not yet!”’

¢« We are the watchers of the moon,
and live in loneliness to herald light.”’

¢t She comes, she comes! her beauteous form sails
with soft splendour in the glittering air. She comes,
she comes! The beacons fire, and tell the nation
that the month begins? She comes, she comes!”

¢ We are the watchers of the moon(12),
to tel{ the nation that the month be-
ins.’

Instantly the holy watchers fired the beacons on
the mountain top, and anon a thousand flames blaze
round theland. From Caucasus to Lebanon, on
every peak a crown of light!
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II.

¢¢ Sire! a tatar has arrived from Hamadan, who
will see none but thyself. I have told him your
highness was engaged, and sent him to the Lord
Honain; but all denial is lost upon him. And,asl
thought perhaps the lady Miriam—"’

¢ From Hamadan ?. You did well, Pharez
Admit him.”

The tatar entered. .

<« Well, sir; good news I hope!”’

¢ Sire, pardon me, the worst. I come from the
Lord, Abner, with orders to see the caliph, and none
else.”

¢¢ Well, sir, you see the caliph. Your mission ?
What of the viceroy ?”’

¢¢ Sire, he bid me tell thee, that the moment the
beacon that announced the feast of the new moon
was fired on Caucasus, the dreaded monarch of
Karasmé, the great Alp Arslan, entered thy king-
dom, and now o’erruns all Persia.”

¢¢ Hah! and Abner ?”

¢ Is in the field, and prays for aid.” .

¢¢ He shall have it. This indeed is great news!
When left you Hamadan

¢ Night and day I have journeyed upon the
swiftest dromedary. The third morn sees me at
Bagdad.” ‘

¢ You have done your duty. See this faithful
courier be well tended, Pharez. Summon the Lord
Honain. )

¢ Alp Arslan! Hah! a very famous warrior.
The moment the beacon was fired. No sudden im-
pulse then, but long matured. I like it not.”

|
|
|
.*
1-';




OF ALROY. 59

« Sire,” said Pharez, re-entering, ¢¢a tatar has
arrived from the frontiers of the province, who will
see none but thyself. I have told him your high-
ness is deeply busied, and as methinks he brings

but the same news, I—"’

’ «’Tijs very likely; yet never think, good Pharez.
" I’ll see the man.”

The tatar entered.

« Well, sir, how now!—from whom ?”’
’ ¢ From Mozul. The governor bid me see the
aliph and none else, and tell your highness, that
the moment the beacon that announced the feast of
the new moon was fired on the mountains, the fell
rebel Abidan raised the standard of Judah in the
province, and proclaimed war against your ma-
Jesty.”

¢¢ In any force ?*’

¢t The royal power keeps within their walls.”

¢¢ Sufficient answer. Part of the same movement.
We shall have some trouble. Hast summoned Ho-
nain ?”’ ’

¢¢ I have, sir.”

¢ Go, see this messenger be duly served, and
Pharez————come hither: let none converse with
them. You understand ?’

¢¢ Your highness may assure yourself.”’

« Abidan come to life! He shall not escape so
well this time. I must see Scherirah. I much sus-

ot what ’s this ? More news!”’

A third tatar entered.

¢¢ May it please your highness, this tatar has ar-
rived from the Syrian frontier.”

¢¢ Mischief in the wind, I doubt not. Speak out,
knave.”’

¢¢ Sire! pardon me, I bear but sad intelligence.”

¢«¢ Qut with the worst !”’

« ] come from the Lord Medad.”




60 THE WONDROUS TALE

« Well ! has he rebelled ? It seems a catching
fever.”

¢¢ Ah! no, dread sire, Lord Medad has no thought
but for thy flory. Alas! alas! he hasnow to guard it
’gainst fear.
caliph and none else, and tell your highness, that
the moment the beacon that announced the feast of
the new moon was fired on Lebanon, the sultan of
Roum and the old - Arabian caliph unfurled the
standard of their prophet in great array, and are
now marching towards Bagdad.”

¢ A clear conspiracy! Has Honain arrived !
Summon a council of the viziers instantly. The
world is uf) againstme. Well! I’m sick of peace.
They shall not find me napping !

111

«You see, my lords,” said Alroy, ere the coun-
cil broke up, ¢ we must attack them singly.
There can be no doubt of that. If they join, we
must combat at great odds. ’Tis in detail that
we must rout them. I will myself to Persia
Ithamar must throw himself between the sultan and
Abidan ; Medad fall back on Ithamar. Scherirah
must guard the capital. Honain, you are regent.
And so farewell. shall set off to-night. Cour-
age, brave companions. ’Tis a storm, but many
a cedar survives the thunderbolt.”’

The council broke u?.

¢¢ My own Scherirah!”’ said the caliph, as they re-
tired, ¢¢ stay awhile. I would speak with you alone.
Honain,” continued Alroy, following the grand vi-
zier outof the chamber, and leaving Scherirah alone;

ul odds. Lord Medad bid me see the -

£
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% Honain, I have not yet interchanged a word with
you in private. What think you of all this ?”’

¢ Sire, I am - prepared for the worst, but hope
for the best.””

¢7Tis wise. 1f Abuner could only keep that Ka-
rasmian in check! I am about to speak with
Scherirah alone. I do suspect him much.”

¢ I 11 answer for: his treason.”’

¢¢ Hah! I do suspect him. ThereforeI give him
no command. I would not have him too near his
old companion, eh ? 'We 1l garrison the city with
his rebels.” ,

¢¢ Sire, these are not moments to be nice.
Scherirah is a valiant captain, a very valiant cap-
tain, but——Ilend me thy signet ring, I pray thee,
sire.”’

Alroy turned pale. ¢ No sir, it has left me
once, and never shall again. You have touched
upon a string that makes me sad. There is a bur-
then on my conscience—why, or what, I know not.
I am innocent, you know I am innocent, Honain?”’

¢ 1’1l answer for your highness. He who has
enough of the milk of human kindness to spare a
thing like Scherirah when he stands in his way,
may well be credited for the nobler mercy that
spared his better.” ‘

¢« Ah me! there’s madness in the thought.
Why is he nothere! Had I but followed—tush!
tush! Go see the queen and tell her all that has
happened. 1’1l to Scherirah.”

The caliph returned. o

¢ Thy pardon, brave Scherirah ; in these mo-
ments my friends will pardon courtesy.””

¢¢Your highness is too considerate.” )

¢¢ You see, Scherirah, how the wind blows, brave
heart. * There’s much to do, no doubt. Iam in
sad want of some right trusty friend, on whose de-

Vor. IL.—F ‘
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voted bosom I can pillow all my necessities. 1
was thinking of sending you against this Arslan, but
perhaps ’tis better that I should go myself. These
are moments one should not seem to shrink, and
yet we know not how affairs may run—no, we
know not. The capital, the surrounding province
—one disaster and these false Moslemin may rise
against us. I should stay here, but if I leave
Scherirah I leave myself. I fee] that deeply—"tis
a consolation. It may be that I must fall back upon
the city. Be prepared, Scherirah. Let me fall
back upon supporting friends. You have a great
trust. Oh! use it wisely ! worthily I am sure
you must do.”’

¢<¢ Your highness may rest assured I have no other
thought but for your weal and glory. Doubt not
my devotion, sire. I am not one of those mealy-
mouthed youths, full of their own deeds and lip-
worship, sire, but! I have a life devoted to your
service, and ready at all times to peril all things.”

¢« I know that, Scherirah, I know it, I feel it
deeply. What think you of these movements ?*

They are not ill combined, and yet 1 doubt not
your majesty will prove your fortunes most tri-
umphant.”

¢¢ Think you the soldiery are in good cue

¢ I’ll answer for my own. They are rough fel-
lows, like myself, a little too blunt, perhaps, your
highness. e are not holiday guards, but we
know our duty, and we will do it.”

¢That’s well, that’s all I want. I shall review
the troops before I go. Let a donative be distri-
buted among them ; and, by-the-by, I have al-
ways forgotten it, your legion should be called the
legion of Syria. We owe our fairest province to
their arms.”
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¢¢1 shall convey to_them your highness’s wish.
Were it possible, ’twould add to their devotion.””

«I do not wish it. They are my very children.
Sup at the serail to-night, Scherirah. = We shall
be very private. Yet let us drink together ere we
part. We are old friends, you know. Hast not
forgotten our ruined city ?”

Iv.

Alroy entered the apartment of Schirene. « My
soul ! thou knowest all ?”’

She sprang forward and threw her arms around
his neck.

¢Fear not, my life, we’ll not disgrace our
queen. °Twill be quick work. Two-thirds of
them have been beaten before, and for the new
champion, our laurels must not fade, and his blood
shall nourish fresh ones.” A

¢¢ Dearest, dearest Alroy, go not thyself, I pray
thee. May not Asriel conquer ?”

¢ hope so——in my company. For a time
we part, a short one. ’Tis our first parting : may
it be our last !”

¢ Oh ! no, no, no: oh! say not we must part.”

¢« The troops are under arms ; to-morrow’s dawn
will hear my trumpet.”

¢¢I will not quit thee, no ! I will not quit thee.
‘What business has Schirene without Alroy ? Hast
thou not often told me I am thy inspiration? In
the hour of danger shall I be wanting? Never !
I will not quit thee ; no, I will not quit thee,”

¢ Thou art ever present in my thoughts, my
soul. In the battle_? shall think of her For whom
alone I conquer.”



64 THE WONDROUS TALE

<t Nay, nay, I’ll go, indeed I must, Alroy. I’Il
be no hindrance, trust me, sweet boy, I will not.
I°ll have no train, no, not a single maid. Credit
me, I know how a true soldier’s wife should bear
herself. 1°1l watch thee sleeping, and I’ll tend
thee wounded, and when thou goest forth to com-
bat I’ll gird thy sabre round thy martial side, and
whisper triumph with victorious kisses.”’

¢«“My own Schirene, there ’s victory in thine
eyes. We?ll beat them, girl.”

¢¢ Abidan, doubly false Abidan ! would he were
- doubly hanged ! Ere she died, the fatal prophet-
ess foretold this time, and gloated on his future
treachery.”

¢¢ Think not of him.”

¢¢ And the Karasmian
strong ?”’

¢ Enou%h, love, for our glory. He is a potent
warrior : I trust that Abner will not rob us of our
intended vietory.”’

¢¢So you triumph, I care not by whose sword.
Dost go indeed to-morrow ?*’

¢¢ At the break of dawn. I pray thee stay, my
sweet !”

¢¢Never ! I will not quit thee. I am quite pre-
pared. At the break of dawn ? °Tis near on
midnightnow. 1’1l lay me down upon this couch
awhile, and travel in my litter. Art sure Alp
Arslan is himself in the field 7

¢ Quite sure, my sweet.”

¢¢ Confusion on his crown! We’ll eonquer.
Goes Asriel with us ?”

{1 Ay 19

¢That’s well ; at break of dawn. I’m some-
what drowsy. Methinks 1’1l sleep awhile.”

¢¢ Do, my best heart; I’ll to my cabinet, and at
break of dawn I’ll wake thee with a kiss.”’

think you he is very
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V.

The caliph repaired to his cabinet, where his
secretaries were occupied in writing. As he pa-
ced the chamber, he dictated to them the n ecessa-
ry instructions.

¢¢ Who is the officer on guard ?”’

¢¢ Benaiah, sire.”’

¢¢I remember him. He saved me a broken
skull upon the Tigris. This is for him. The
queen accompanies us. She is his charge. These

papers for the vizier. Let the troops be under-

arms by day-break. This order of the day for the
Lord Asriel. Send this instantly to Hamadan.
Is the tatar despatched to Medad ? ’Tis well.
You have done your duty. Now to rest. Pha-
rez !”

« My lord!”

¢¢] shall not sleeli to-night. Give me my drink.
Go rest, good boy. I haveno wants, Good night.”

“ Goog night, my gracious lord!”’

¢ Let me ponder! I am alone. I am ealm, and
yet my spirit is not quick. I am not what I was.
Four-and-twenty hours ago who would have
dreamed of this? All at stake again! Once more
in the field, and struggling at once for empire and
existence! I do lack the mighty spirit of my for-
mer days. 1amnotwhat I was. Ihave little faith.
All about me seems changed and dull and grown
mechanical. Where are those flashing eyes and

conquering visages that clustered round me on the .

battle eve, round me, the Lord’s anointed! I see
none such. They are changed, as I am. Why!

this Abidan was a host, and now he fights against,

F2

ke



66 THE WONDROUS TALE

me. She spoke of the prophetess; I remember that
woman was the stirring trumpet of our ranks, and
now where is she? The victim of my justice!
And where is he, the mightier far, the friend, the
counsellor, the constant guide, the master of my
boyhood ; the firm, the fond, the faithful guardian
of all my bright career, whose days and nights
were one unbroken study to make me glorious!
Alas! I feel more like a doomed and desperate
renegade than a young hero on the eve of battle,
flushed with the memory of unbroken triumphs!
¢ Hah! what awful form art thou that rises from
the dusky earth before me? Thou shouldst be one
I dare not name, yet will—the likeness of Jabaster.
- Away! why frownest thou upon me? 1 did not
slay thee. Do I live, or dream, or what? I see
him, ay! I see thee. I fear thee not, I fear nothing
I am Alroy.
¢¢Speak, oh! speak! I do conjure thee, mighty
spectre, speak. By all the memory of the past,
although ’tis madness, I do conjure thee, let me
. hear again the accents of my boyhood.”
¢ Alroy, Alroy, Alroy!”

¢¢I listen, as to the last trump.”

¢« Meet me on the plain of Nehauend.”

«’Tis gone! As it spoke, it vanished. It was
Jabaster! God of my fathers, it was Jabaster!. Life
is growing too wild. My courage is broken! I
could lie down and die. It was Jabaster! The
voice sounds in my ear like distant thunder: ¢ Meet
me on the plain of Nehauend.> 1’1l not fail thee,
noble fhost, although I meet my doom. Jabaster!
Have I seen Jabaster! Indeed, indeed! Methinks
I’m mad. Hah! what ’s that ?”’

An awful clap of thunder broke over the palace,
followed by a strange clashing sound that seemed

7,
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to come from one of the chambers. The walls of
the serail rocked.

¢ An earthquake!”” exclaimed Alroy. ¢ Would
the earth would open and swallow all. Hah!
Pharez, has it roused thee, too! Pharez! Pharez!
we live in strange times.”’

¢ Your highness is very pale.”

‘¢ And so art thou, lad! Wouldst have me merry?
Pale! we may well be pale, didst thou know all.
Hah! that awful sound again! I cannot bear it,
Pharez, I cannot bear it. I have borne many
thmgs{, but this I cannot.”

¢« My lord, ’tis in the armory.”’

¢“Run, see. No, I’ll not be alone, I’ll not be
alone. Where ’s Benaiah? Let him go. Stay with
me, Pharez, stay with me. I pray thee stay, my
child.”’ :

Pharez led the caliph to a couch, on which Al-
toy lay pale and trembling. In a few minutes he
inquired whether Benaiah iad returned.

¢‘Even now he comes, sire.”

¢«“Well, how is it ?”’

“Sire! a most awful incident. As the thunder
broke over the palace, the sacred standard fell from
its resting-place, and has shivered iato a thousand
pieces. Strange to say, the sceptre of Solomon
can neither be found nor traced.” :

¢¢Say nothing of the past as ye love me, lads.
Let none enter the armory. Leave me, Benaiah,
leave me, Pharez.”’ :

They retired. Alroy watched their departure
with a glance of inexpressible anguish. The mo-
ment that they had disappeared, he flew to the
couch, and throwing himself upon his knees, and
covering his face with his hands, burst into pas-
sionate tears, and exclaimed:—¢ Oh! my God, I
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have deserted thee, and now thou hast deserted
me!”’

VI

Exhausted and desperate, sleep crept over the
senses of the caliph. He threw himself upon the
divan, and was soon buried in profound repose.
He might have slept an hour; he awoke suddenly.
From the cabinet in which he slept, you entered
through a lofty and spacious arch, generally eover-
ed with drapery, which was now withdrawn, into
an immense hall. To the astonishment of Alroy,
this presence-chamber apparently at this moment
blazed with light. He rose suddenly from his
couch, he advanced—he perceived, with feelings
of curiosity and fear, that the hall was filled with
beings, terrible indeed to behold, but to his sight
more terrible than strange. In the colossal and
mysterious forms that lined the walls of the mighty
chamber, and each of which held in its extended
arm a streaming torch, he recognized the awful

Afrits. At the end of the hall, upon a sumptuous

throne, surrounded by priests and courtiers, there
was seated a monarch, on whom Alroy had before
gazed, Solomon the great! Alroy beheld him in
state and semblance, the same Solomon, whose
sceptre the prince of the captivity had seized in
the royal tombs of Judah.

The strange assembly seemed perfectly uncon- -

scious of the presence of the child of earth, who,
with a desperate courage, leant against a eolumn of
the arch, and watched, with wonder, their mute
and motionless society. Nothing was said, nothing
done. No one moved, no one, even by gesture,

P S S
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. seemed sensible of the presence of any other appa
rition save himself.

Suddenly there advanced from the bottom of the
hall, near unto Alroy, a procession. Pages and
dancing girls, with eyes of fire, and voluptuous
gestures, warriors with mighty arms, and venerable
forms, with ample robes and flowing beards. And
a3 they passed, even with all the activity of their
gestures, they made no sound; neither did the mu-
sicians, whereof there was a great band playing
upon harps and psalteries, ang timbrels and cor-
nets, break, in the slightest degree, the almighty
silence.

This great crowd poured on in beautiful order, the
procession never terminating, yet passing thrice
round the hall, bowing to him that was upon the
throne, and ranging themselves in ranks before
the Afrits. '

And there came in twelve forms, bearing a
great seal. The stone green, and the engraven
characters of living flame, and the characters were
those on the talisman of Jabaster, which Alroy
still wore next to his heart. And the twelve
forms placed the great seal before Solomon, and
humbled themselves, and the king bowed. At
the same moment, Alroy was sensible of a pang
next to his heart. He instantly put his hand to
the suffering spot, and lo! the talisman crumbled
into dust.

The procession ceased, a single form advanced.
Recent experience alone prevented Alroy from
sinking before the spectre of Jabaster. Such was
the single form. It advanced, bearing the sceptre.
It advanced, it knelt before the throne, it offered
the sceptre to the crowned and solemn vision.
And the form of Solomon extended its arm, and

>



1)
!
70 THE WONDROUS TALE ‘
took the sceptre, and instantly the mighty assem- i
bly vanished! 1
Alroy advanced immediately into the chamber,

but all was dark and silent. A trumpet sounded.

He recognized the note of his own soldiery. He '

goped his way to a curtain, and pulling it aside,
held the first streak of dawn.

VIL

Once more upon his charger, once more sur-
rounded by his legions, once more his senses daz-
zled and inflamed by the waving banners and the
inspiring trumpets, once more conscious of the
¥ower still at his command, and the mighty stake

or which he was about to play, Alroy in a great
degree recovered his usual spirit and self-possession.
His energy returned with his excited pulse, and
the vastness of the impending danger seemed only
to stimulate the fertility of his genius.

He pushed on with forced marches towards Me-
dia, at the head of fifty thousand men. At the
end of the second day’s march, fresh couriers
arrived from Abner, informing him that, unable
to resist the valiant and almost innumerable host
of the king of Karasmé, he had entirely evacuated
Persia, and has concentrated his forces in Louris-
tan. Alroy, in consequence of this information,
dispatched orders to Scherirah, to join him with
?is division instantly, and leave the capital to its
ate.

They passed again the mountains of Kerrund,
and joined Abner and thé army of Media thirt
thousand strong, on the river Abzah. Here Al-
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- roy rested one night, to refresh his men, and on

the ensuing morn pushed on to the Persian frontier,

unexpectedly attacked the advanced posts of Alp

Arslan, and beat them back, with great loss, into

. the province. But the force of the king of Ka-

rismé was so considerable, that the caliph did not

venture on a general engagement, and therefore he
fell back, and formed in battle array upon the neigh-
bouring plain of Nehauend, the theatre of one of

. his earliest and most brilliant victories, where he

© awaited the houﬂ%expected arrival of Scherirah.

The king of Karasmé, who was desirous of
bringing affairs to an issue, and felt confident in his
superior force, instantly advanced. In two or three
days at farthest, it was evident that'a- battle

ﬁ !émt be fought that would decide the fate of the
ast. '

t  On the morn ensuing their arrival at Nehauend,
while the caliph was out hunting, attended only by
afew officers, he was suddenly attacked by an am-
bushed band of Karasmians. Alroy and his com-
panions defended themselves with such desperation
that they at length succeeded in beating off their
assailants, although triple their amount in number.
The leader of the Karasmians, as he retreated, hurled

~ adart at the caliph, which must have been fatal, had

- not a young officer of the guard interposed his own
breast, and received the deadly wound. The party,

_ in confusion, returned with all speed to the camp,

| Alroy himself bearing the expiring victim of des-

E perate loyalty and military enthusiasm.

' The bleeding officer was borne to the royal 1Pa-

! vilion, and placed upon the imperial couch. The
most skilful leech was summoned ; but he exami-
ned the wound, and shook his head. The dying

! warrior was himself sensible of his desperate con-

i

dition. His agony could only be alleviated by
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withdrawing the javelin, which would occasion his

immediate decease. He desired to be left alone ‘ i

with his sovereign.

¢« Sire!” said the officer, <*I must die ; and I
die withouta pang. Todie in yourservice, I have
ever considered the most glorious end. Destiny
has awarded it to me ; and if I have not met my
fate upon the field of battle, it is some consolation
that my death has preserved the most valuable of
lives. Sire ! I have a sister.”

¢ Waste not thy strength, dear friend, in naming
her. Rest assured I shall ever deem thy relatives
my own.”’

¢I doubt it not.. Would I had a thousand lives
for suchiamaster ! -T.have a burthen on my con-
sci’ence, sire, nor can I die in peace unless I name
it.

¢¢ Speak, speak freely. If thou hast injured any
one, and the power or wealth of Alroy can redeem -
thy oppressed spirit, he’ll not spare—he ’ll not
spare, be assured of that.”’ >

¢¢ Noble, noble master, I must be brief ; for al-
though while this javelin rests within my body, I
yet may live, the agony is great. Sire, the deed
of which I speak doth concern thee.” -

“Ay 1 v

I was on guard the day Jabaster died.”’

¢ Powers of heaven ! Iam all ears. Speak o,
speak on!”

¢ He died self-strangled, so they say ?”’

¢ So they ever told me.”

¢¢ Thou art innocent, thou art innocent I thank
my God, my king is innocent.”

¢ Rest assured of that, as there is hope in Israel,
I pray thee tell me all.” -

“The queen came with the signet ring, To
such authority I yielded way. She entered, and

o s P e b o omm . -
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after her, the Lord Honain. I heard high words, I
heard Jabaster’s voice. He struggled, yes! he strug-
gled ; but his mighty form, wounded and fettered,
could not long resist. Foul play, foul play, sire !
What could I do against such adversaries? They
left the chamber with a stealthy step. Her eyes
met mine. I never could forget that fell and glit-
tering visage.”’

¢¢ Thou ne’er hast spoken of this awful end ?”’

¢¢ To none but thee. And why I speak it now
I cannot tell, save that it seems some inspiration
urges me ; and methinks they, who did this, may
do even feller works, if such there be.”’

¢¢ Thou hast robbed me of all peace and hope of
peace and yet I thank thee. Now I know the
worth of life. 1 have never loved to think of that
sad day, and yet, though I have sometimes dream-
ed of villainous work, the worst were innocence to
thy dread tale.”

¢’Tistold; and now I pray thee secure thy searet,
by drawing from my agonized frame this javelin.”

¢ Trusty heart, ’tis a sad office.”” *

¢¢ I shall die with joy if thou performest it.”’

¢ ’Tis done.”

¢¢ God save Alroy !”’

VIIIL.

While Alroy, plunged in thought, stood over the
body of the officer, there arose a flourish of triumph-
ant music, and an eunuch entering the pavilion, an-
nounced the arrival of Schirene from Kerrund.—
Almost immediately afterwards the princess, de-
scending from her litter, entered the tent ; Alroy
tore off his robe, and threw it over the corpse.

Vou. 1I.—G -
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¢« My own,”” exclaimed the princess, as she ran

up to the caliph, ¢ I have heard all. Be not
armed for me. I dare look upon a corpse. You

know I am a soldier’s bride. Iam used to blood.”
¢ Alas ! Alas!” :

¢¢ Why art thou so pale? Thou dost not kiss
me ! Has this unhinged thee so? ’Tis a sad deed;
and yet to-morrow’s dawn may light up thousands
'to as grim a fate. Why ! thou tremblest ! Alas !
kind soul ! The single death of this fond, faithful
heart hath quite upset my love. Yetart thou used
to battle. Why! this is foolishness. Art not
glad to see me? What, not one smile ! . And I
have come to fight for thee! I will be kissed !”’

.She flung herself upon his neck. Alroy faintly
returned her embrace, and bore her to a couch.—
He clapped his hands, and two soldiers entered
and bore away the corpse.

¢«The pavilion, Schirene, is now fitter for thy
}'io‘resence. Rest thyself; I shall soon return.”’—

hus speaking, he quitted her. '

He quitted her ; but her humbled look of sor-
rowful mortification pierced to his heart. He
" thought of all her love, and all her loveliness ; he
called to mind all the marvellous story of their
united fortunes. He felt that for her, and her alone,
he cared to live; that without her quick sympathy,
even success seemed unendurable. His judgment
fluctuated in an eddy of passion and reason. Pas-
sion conquered. He dismissed from his intelli-
gence all cognizance of good and evil ; he deter-
mined, under all circumstances, to cling ever to
her ; he tore from his mind all memory of the late
disclosure. He returned to the pavilion with a
countenance beaming with affection ; he found her
weeping, he folded her in his arms, he kissed her
with a thousand kisses, and whispered between
each kiss, his ardent love.
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IX.

’Twas midnight. Schirene reposed in the arms
of Alroy. The caliph, who was restless and anx-
ious for the arrival of Scherirah, was scarcely
slumbering, when the sound of a voice perfectly
aroused him. He looked around ; he beheld the
spectre of Jabaster. His hair stood on end, his
limbs seemed to loosen, a cold dew crept over his
frame, as he gazed upon the awful form within a
yard of his couch. Unconsciously he disembar-
rassed his-arms of their fair burthen, and rising on
the couch, leant forward.

- s Alroy, Alroy, Alroy !’
¢ I am here.” '
<« To-morrow Israel is avenged !”’
¢¢ Who is that?”’ exclaimed the princess, waken-

ing. :

%n a frenzy of fear, Alroy, quite forgetting the
spectre, turned and pressed his hand to her sight.
When he again looked round, the apparition was
invisible.

¢ What wouldst thou, Alroy ?*’

<¢ Nothing, sweet ! A soldier’s wife must bear
strange sights, yet I would save you some. One
of my men, forgetting you were here, burst into
my tent in such a guise, as scarce would suit a fe-
male eye. I must away, my child. I’ll call thy
slaves. One kiss! Farewell! but for a time.”

~

X.

< To-morrow Israel will be avenged. What,
itf Karasmian blood ! I have no faith. No mat-
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ter. All is now beyond my influence. A rushing
destiny carries me onward. I cannot stem the
course, nor guide the vessel. How now ! Who
is the officer on guard ?”’

¢¢Benomi, sire, thy servant.”

¢ Send to the viceroy. Bid him meet me
here. Who is this ?”’

¢¢ A courier from the Lord Scherirah, sire, but
just arrived. He passed last night the Kerrund
mountains, sire, and will be with you by the break
of day.”

¢ Good news, good news. Go fetch Abner.
Haste! He’ll find me here anon. I’ll visit the
camp awhile. Well, my brave fellows, you have
hither come to conquer again with Alroy. You
have fought before, I warrant, on the plain of Ne-
hauend. ’Tis a rich soil, and shall be richer with
Karasmian gore.”

¢« God save your majesty ! Our lives are
thine.”’

¢¢ Please you, my little ruler,”” said a single
soldier, addressing Alroy; ¢¢ pardon my bluntness,
but I knew you before you were a caliph.”

¢t Stout heart, I like thy freedom. Pr’ythee
say on.”

¢ I was saying, I hope you’ll lead us in the
charge to-morrow. Some say you will not.”

¢¢ They say falsely.”

¢¢ I thought so. I’ll ever answer for my little
ruler—but then the queen ?”

¢Is a true soldier’s wife, and lives in the
camp.” '

That ’s brave! There, I told you so, comrades;
you would not believe me, but I knew our little
ruler before you did. I lived near the gate at

Hamadan, please your highness—old Shelomi’s
son.” :

i sy <A
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¢ Give me thy Hand—a real friend. What is ’t
ye eat here, boysi?- Let me taste your mess. I’
faith ¥ would iny cook could dress me such a pilau!
*Tis admirable!”?

The soldiers gathered round their chieftain with
eyes beaming with adoration. *Twas a fine pic-
ture—the hero in the centre, the various groups
around, some conversing with him, some cook-
ing, some making coffee, all offering him by word
or deed some testimonial of their devotion, and
blending with that devotion the most perfect frank-
ness.

¢¢ We ghall beat them, lads!”’

¢¢ There is no fear with you, you always beat.”

¢« I do my best, and so do you. A good general
without good troops is little worth.”

« I’ faith that ’s true. One must have good
troops. What think you of Alp Arslan > -

¢« I think he may give us as much trouble as
all our other enemies together, and that ’s not
much.”

<¢ Brave, brave! God save Alroy!”’

Benomi approached, and announced that the
viceroy was in attendance.

« I must quit you, my children,” said Alroy.
«« We ’ll sup once more together when we have
conquered.”

« God save you, sire; and we will confound
your enemies.”

« Good night, my lads. Ere the dawn break
we may have hot work.”

« We are ready, we are ready. God save
Alroy!”

¢ They are in good cue, and yet ’twas a different
spirit that inspired our early days. That I strongly
feel. These are men true to a leader, who has
never failed them, and confident in a cause thatleads

G 2
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to—plunder. They are but splendid mercenaries.
No more. Oh! where are now the fighting men of
Judah! Where are the men who, when they drew
their scimetars, joined in a conquering psalm of
holy triumph! Last eve of battle you would have
thought the field a mighty synagogue. Priests and
altars, flaming sacrifices, and smokin% censers,
groups of fiery zealots hanging with frenzy on
prophetic lips, and sealing with their blood and
holiest vows, a solemn covenant to conquer Canaan.
All is changed,as I am. How now, Abner? You
are well muffled!”’

¢ Is it true Scherirah is at hand ?

¢¢ I doubtnot all isright. Would that the dawn
would break!” _

¢ The enemy is advancing. Some of their
columns are in sight. My scouts have dodged
them. They intend doubtless to form upon the
plain.”

“ They are in sight, eh! Then we will attack
them at once, ere they are formed. Rare, rare!
We Il beat them yet. Courage, dear brother.
Scherirah will be here at dawn in good time, very
good time—very, very good time.”

¢ I like the thought.”

“ The men are in good heart. At break of dawn
charge with thirty thousand cavalry upon their
forming ranks. I’ll take the right, Asriel the left.
It shall be a family affair, dear Abner. How is
Miriam ?”

“ I heard this morn, quite well. She sends you
her love and prayers. The queen is here ?»

¢« She came thiseve. Quite well.”

¢ She must excuse all courtesy.”

¢¢ Say nothing. She is a soldier’s wife. She
loves thee well, dear Abner.”
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¢¢1 know that. I hope my sword may guard
her children’s throne.” '

¢ Well, give thy orders. Instant battle, eh ?”

¢¢ Indeed, I think so.”

¢« 1’1l send couriers to hurry Scherirah. All looks
well. Reserve the guard.”

¢ Ay, ay! Farewell, dear sire. When we
meet again, I trust your enemies may be your
slaves!”’ .

XI.

At the first streak of dawn the Hebrew cavalry,
with the exception of the guard, charged the
advancing columns of the Karasmians with irresist-
ible force, and cut them to pieces. Alp Arslan
rallied his troops, and at length succeeded in form-
ing his main body in good order. Alroy and As-
riel led on their divisions, and the battle now be-
came general. It raged for several hours, and was
on both sides well maintained. The slaughter of
the Karasmians was great, but their stern character
and superior numbers counterbalanced for a time
all the impetuosity of the Hebrews, and all the
energy of their leaders. This day Alroy threw
into shade all his former exploits. Twelve times
he charged at the head of the sacred guard, and
more than once penetrated to the pavilion of Alp
Arslan.

In vain he endeavoured singly, and hand to hand,
to meet that famous chieftain. Both monarchs
fought in the ranks, and yet fate decided that their
scimetars should never cross. Four hours before
noon it was evident to Alroy, that unless Scherirah
arrived, he could not prevail against the vast supe-
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riority of numbers. He was obliged early to-call
his reserve into the field, and although the number
of the slain on the side of Arslan exceeded any in
the former victories of the Hebrews, still the Ka--
rasmians maintained an immense front, which was
constantly supplied by fresh troops. Confident in
his numbers, and aware of the weakness of his
antagonists, Arslan contented himself with acting
on the defensive, and wearying his assailants by
resisting their terrible and repeated charge.

For a moment, Alroy at the head of the sacred

ard had withdrawn from the combat. Abner
and Asriel still maintained the fight, and the ca-
liph was at the same time preparing for new efforts,
and watching with anxiety the arrival of Scherirah.
In the fifth hour, from an eminence he marked
with exultation the advancing banners of his ex-
pected succours. Confident now that the day was
won, he announced the exhilarating intelligence to
his soldiers; and while they were excited by the
animating intelligence, led them once more to the
charge. It was irresistible; Scherirah seemed to
have arrived only for the pursuit, anly in time to
complete the victory. What then was the horror,
the consternation of Alroy, when Benaiah, dashin
up to him, informed him that the long-expect
succours consisted of the united forces of Scherirah
and Abidan, and had attacked him in the rear.
Human genius could afford no resource. The ex-
hausted Hebrews, whose energies had been racked
to the utmost, were surrounded. The Karasmians
made a general and simultaneous advance. In a
few minutes the Hebrew army was disorganized.
The - stoutest warriors threw away their swords
in despair. Every one thought only of self-pre-
servation. Even Abner fled towards Hamadan.
Asriel was slain. Alroy, finding that it was all
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over, rushed to his pavilion at the head of about
three hundred of the guards, seized the fainting
Schirene, and threw her before him on his saddle,
and cutting his way through all obstacles, dashed
into the desert. ‘
. For eight-and-forty hours they never stopped.
Their band was soon reduced one-third. On the
morning of the third day they dismounted and

" refreshed themselves at a well. Half only regained

. their saddles. Schirene never spoke. On they

' mnshed again, each hour losing some exhausted

' co-mate. At length, on the fifth day, about eighty
-* strong, they arrived at a grove of palm-trees.
-+ Here they dismounted. And Alroy took Schi-
-, rtene in his arms, and the shade seemed to revive
-} her. She opened her eyes, and pressed his hand
- and smiled. He gathered her some dates, and she
" drank some water.
*» «Our toils will soon be aver, sweetest,’”” he
¥ v;hispered to her; ¢«¢I have lost every thing but
" thee.” . .
: Again they mounted, and proceeding at a less
7t rapid pace, they arrived towards evening at the
ruined city, whither Alroy all this time had been
directing his course. Dashing down the great
street, they at length entered the old amphitheatre.
They dismounted. Alroy made a couch with their
united cloaks for Schirene. Some collected fuel,
g;eat stores of which was found, and lit large fires.
hers, while it was yet light, chased the gazelles,
and were sufficiently fortunate to provide their
banquet, or fetched water from the well known to
their leader. In an hour’s time, clustering round
their fires in groups, and sharing their rude fare,
you might have deemed them, instead of the dis-
comfited and luxurious guards of a mighty mo-
narch, the accugtomed tenants of this wild abode.
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¢«¢Come, my lads,” said Alroy, as he rubbed his
hands over the ascending flame, ¢ at any rate this
is better than the desert !’

XIIL

After all his exertions, Alroy fell into profound
and dreamless sleep. When he awoke, the sun Pt
had been long up, Schirene: was still slumberit;ﬁ. :
He kissed her, and she opened her eyes and smiled. {T

«¢You are now a bandit’s bride,’’ he said witha
smile. ¢ How like you our new life ?*’

¢« Well ! with thee.”

¢¢ Rest here, my sweetest ; I must rouse our
meq, and see how fortune speeds.”” So saying
and tripping li%htly over many a sleeping form, he

touched Benaiah.
~ ¢« So! my brave captain of the: guard, still nap-
ping ! Come! stir, stir.”

lfenaiuh jumped up with a cheerful face. «I |
am ever ready, sire.” - o

¢] know it; but remember I am no more s L
king, only a co-mate. Away with me, and let us :
form some order.”’ E

e L2 |2
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The companions quitted the amphitheatre and
reconnoitred the adjoining buildings. They found
many stores, the remains of old days, mats, tents,
and fuel, drinking bowls, and other homely furni- |-
ture. They fixed upon a building for their stable,
and others for the accommodation of their band.
They summoned their companions to the open |
place, the scene of Hassan Subah’s fate, where Al-

addressed them and. developed to them his '
plans. They were divided into companies ;. each '
man had his allotted duty. Some were placed on \

|



OF ALROY. 83

guard at different parts ; some were sent out to the
chase, or to collect dates from the oasis; others
led the horses to the contiguous pasture, or remain-
ed to complete their interior arrangements. The
amphitheatre was cleared out. A rude but conve-
nient pavilion was formed for Schirene. They
covered its ground with mats, and each emulated
the other in his endeavours to study her accommo-
dation. Her kind words and inspiring smiles ani-
mated at the same time their zeal and their inven-
tion.

They soon became accustomed to their rough
but adventurous life. Its novelty pleased them,
and the perpetual excitement of urgent necessity
left them no time to mourn over their terrible vi-
cissitudes. While Alroy lived, hope indeed never
deserted their sanguine bosoms. And such was
the influence of his genius, that the most ‘despond-
ing felt that to be discomfited with him was pre-
ferable to conquest with another. They were a
faithful and devoted band, and merry faces were
ot wanting when at night they assembled in the
amphitheatre for their common meal.

No sooner had Alroy completed his arrange-
ments than he sent forth spies in all directions to
procure intelligence, and especially to communi-
tate, if possible, with Ithamar and Medad, provi-
ded they still survived and maintained themselves
in any force.

A fortnight passed away without the approach
f any stranger ; at the end of which there arrived
our personages at their haunt, not very welcome
o their chief, who, however, concealed his chagrin
t their appearance. These were Kisloch the
ourd, and Calidas the Indian, and their insepara-
le companions, the Guebre and the Negro.
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XIIL

¢« Noble Captain,” said Kisloch, ¢¢ we trust
that you will permit us to enlist in the band. This
is not the first time we have served under your or-
ders in this spot. Old co-mates i’ faith, who have
seen the best and the worst. 'We suspected where
you might be found, although, thanks to the ever
felicitous invention of man, it is generally received
that you died in battle. I hope your majesty is
well,”” added Kisloch, bowing to Schirene. |

¢ You are very welcome, friends,”” replied Al- .
roy ; ¢¢ I know your worth. You have seen, as you
say, the best and the worst, and will, I trust, see
better. Died in battle, eh-!—that’s good !’

¢¢’Tis so received,”’ said Calidas.

¢¢ And what news of our friends ?”’

¢«¢ Not over good, but strange.”

¢ How s0 .

¢¢ Hamadan is taken.”

¢ am prepared ; tell me all.”

¢ Old Bostenay and the Lady Miriam are borne
prisoners to Ba§dad.”

¢¢ Prisoners !’ :

¢¢But so : all will be well with them, I trow.—
The Lord Honain is in high 'favour with the con-
queror, and will doubtless protect them.”’

¢¢ Honain in favour ?”’

‘“ Even so. He made terms for the ecity, and
right good ones.”

““Hah! he was ever dextrous. Well! if he|y
save my sister, I care not for his favour.”’ a
_ ‘¢ There is no doubt. All may yet be well
sir. a

e e

[ =3




OF ALROY. 85

¢¢ Let us act, not hope. Where’s Abner ?”’
¢¢ Dead.”
. ¢ How?”
i ¢¢In battle.”
¢ Art sure P’
¢¢1 saw him fall, and fought beside him.”’
¢ A soldier’s death is all our fortune now. I am
+ glad he was not captured. Where ’s Medad, Itha-
} mar?”
¢¢ Fled into Egypt.”’
i ¢ 'We have no force whatever then ?”
¢¢None but your guards here.”
¢¢ They are strong enough to plunder a caravan.
Honain, you say, in favour ?”
¢« Very high. He’ll make good terms for us.”
« This is strange news.”
¢ Very, but true.”” -
¢« Well ! you are welcome ! Share our fare ;
. ’tis rough, and somewhat scanty; but we have
: fe:sted, and may feast again. Fled into Egypt,
togl 92
) ‘?‘ Ay ! sir.?
« Schirene, shouldst like to see the Nile ?”
¢« I have heard of crocodiles.”

b

i XIV.

If the presence of Kisloch and his companions
were not very pleasing to Alroy, with the rest of
the band they soon became great favourites. Their
local knowledge, and their experience of desert life,
made them valuable allies, and their boisterous jocu-
larity and unceasing merriment were not unwel-
come in the present monotonous existence of the
fugitives. As for Alroy himself, he meditated an °

Vor. II.-H
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escape to Egypt. He determined to seize the first
opportunity of procuring some camels, and then
dispersing his band, with the exception of Benaiah
andp a few faithful retainers, he trusted that, dis-

uised as merchants, they might succeed in crossing
gyria, and entering Africa by Palestine. With
these plans and prospects, he became each day more
cheerful, and more sanguine as to the future. -He
had in his possession some very valuable jewels,
which he anticipated parting with at Cairo for a
sum sufficient for all his purposes, and having ex-
hausted all the passions of life while yet a youth,
he looked forward to the tranquil termination of
his existence in some poetic solitude with his beau-
tiful companion.

One evening as they returned from the oasis,
Alroy guiding the camel that bore Schirene, and
ever and anon looking up in her inspiring face, her
sanguine spirit would have indulged in a delightful
future. .

¢Thus shall we pass the desert, sweet,”’ said
Schirene. ¢ Can this be toil ?”’

¢« There is no toil with love,” replied Alroy.

“ And we were made for love, and not for em-
pire,”’ rejoined Schirene.

¢ The past is a dream,”” said Alroy. ¢¢So sages
teach us ; but until we act, their wisdom is but
wind. Ifeelitnow. Havewe ever lived in aughtbut
deserts, and fed on aught but dates? Methinks ’tis
very natural. But that I am tempted by the secu-
rity of distant lands, I could remain here, a free
and happy outlaw. Time, custom and necessity
form our natures. When I first met Scherirah in
these ruins, I shrank with horror from degraded
man ; and now I sigh to be his heir. We must
not think!”’

{
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¢¢ No, love, we ’ll only hope,”” replied Schirene;
and they passed through the gates. ‘

The night was beautiful, the air was still warm,
and sweet. Schirene gazed upon the luminous
heavens. ¢ We thought not of these skies when
we were at Bagdad,” she exclaimed ; ¢<and yet,
my life, what was the brightness of our palaces
compared to these ? Allis left to us that man should
covet, tfreedom, beauty and youth. I do believe,
ere long, Alroy, we shall look back upon the won-
drous past, as on another and a lower world.
Would this were Egypt! ’Tis my only wish.”

¢ And it shall soon be gratified. All will soon
be arranged. A few brief days, and then Schirene
will mount her camel for a longer ride than just
to gather dates. You’ll make a sorry traveller, I
fear !

“ Not I ; I’ll tire ye all.”

They reached the circus, and seated themselves
round the blazing fire. Seldom had Alroy, since
his fall, appeared more cheerful. Schirene sangan
Arab air to the band, who joined in joyous chorus.
It was latc ere they sought repose; and they re-
tired to their rest sanguine and contented.

A few hours after, at the break of dawn, Alroy
was roused from his slumbers by a rude pressure
on his breast. He stsrted ; aferocious soldier was
kneeling over him ; he would have spurned him ;
he found his hand manacled. He would have
risen, his feet were bound. He looked round for
Schirene, and called her name ; he was answered
only by a shriek. The amphitheatre was filled
with Karasmian troops. His own men were sur-
prised and overpowered. Kisloch and the Guebre
had béen on guard. He was raised from the ground,
and flung upon a camel, which was instantly trotted
out of the circus. On every side he beheld a wild
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scene of disorder and dismay. He was speechless
from passion and despair. The camel was dragged
into the desert. A body of cavalry instantly sur-
rounded it, and they set off at a rapid pace. The
whole seemed the work of an instant,

How many days had passed Alroy knew not.
He had taken no count of time. Night and day
were to him the same. He was in a stupor. But
the sweetness of the air, and the greenness of the
earth, at length partially roused his attention. He
was just conscious that they had quitted the desert.
Before him was a noble river ; he beheld the Eu-

hrates from the very spot he had first viewed
it in his pilgrimage. The strong assoeiation of
ideas called back his memory. A tear stole down
his cheek ; the bitter drop stole to his parched lips;
he asked the nearest horseman for water. The

uard gave him a wetted sponge, with which, with
giﬂicu ty, he contrived to wipe his lips, and then he
let it fall to the ground. The Karasmian struck
him.

They arrived at the river. The prisoner was
taken from the camel and placed in a covered boat.
After some hours, they stopped and disembarked
at a small village. Alroy was placed upon a don-
key with his back to its head: His clothes were
soiled and tattered. The children pelted him with
mud. An old woman, with a fanatic curse, placed
a crown of paper on his brow. With difficul-
ty his brutal guards prevented their victim from
being torn to pieces. And in such fashion, to-
wards noon of the fourteenth day, David Alroy
again entered Bagdad.

-
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XV.

The.intelligence of the eapture of Alroy spread
through the agitated city. The Moolahs bustled
about as if they had received a fresh demonstration
of the authenticity of the prophetic mission. All the
Dervishes began begging. The men discussed af-
fairs in the coffee-houses, and the women chatted at
the fountains(13). i

¢¢ They may say what they like, but I wish him
well,’”’ said a fair Arab, as she arranged her veil.
¢¢ He may be an impostor, but he was a very hand-_
some one.”’

s¢ All the women are for him, that’s the truth,”
responded a companion ; ¢ but then we can do him
no good.”

¢¢ We ean tear their eyes out,’” said a third.

¢ And what do you think of Alp Arslan, truly ?”
inquired a fourth. ,

¢¢ I wish he were a pitcher, and then I could break
his neck,”” said a fifth.

¢¢ Only think of the princess !’ said a sixth.

¢ Well ! she has had a glorious time of it,”” said
a seventh.

s¢ Nothing was too good for her,”” said an eighth.

¢< I like true love,”” said a ninth.

<« Well! I hope he will be too mugh for them all
yet,” said 3 tenth.

¢ { should not wonder,”’ said an eleventh.

«« He can’t,” said a twelfth, < he baslost his .
sceptre.”’ :

« You don’t gay so,” said a thirteenth.

¢« It is too true,’’ said a fourteenth. .

« Do you think he was 2 wizard?”’ said a fifteegth

H2 N
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«I vow if there be not a fellow looking at us
behind those trees.”

« Impudent scoundrel !’ said a sixteenth. «I
wish it were Alroy. Let us all scream, and put
down our veils.”

And the group ran away.

XVL

Two stout soldiers were playing chess(14) in a
coffee-house.

« May I slay my mother,” said one, ¢¢ but I can-
not make a move. I fought under him at Nehau-
end ; and though I took the amnesty, I have halfa
mind now to seize my sword and stab the first Turk
that enters.”’

¢¢ *Twere but sheer justice,” said his companion.
« By my father’s blessing, he was the man fora
charge. They may say what they like, but com-
pared with him, Alp Arslan is a white-livered
giaour.”

¢¢ Here is confusion to him and to thy last move.
There’s the dirhem, I can play no more. May I
slay ml}; mother, though, but I did not think he
would have let himself be taken.”

¢ By the blessing of my father, nor I ; but then
he was asleep.” ‘

¢¢ That makes a difference. He was betrayed.”

¢ All brave men are. They say Kisloch and
his set pocket their fifty thousand by the job.”

¢« May each dirhem prove a plague spot!”’

¢¢ Amen! Dost remember Abner ?”’

¢ May I slay my mother if I ever forget him.
He spoke to his men like so many lambs. ~What ’s
become of the Lady Miriam ?”’

sk

b
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- ¢ She is here.”

¢¢ That will cut Alroy.”

¢« He was ever fond of her. Dost remember
she gained Adoram’s life ?*’

¢«Oh! she could do anything—next to the
queen.”

¢« Before her, I say before her. He has refused
the queen, he never refused the Lady Miriam.”

¢« Because she asked less.”

¢¢ Dost know it seemed to me that things never
went on so well after Jabaster’s death ?”’

¢¢So say I. There was a something, eh ?”’

¢¢ A sort of a peculiar, as it were, kind of some-
thing, eh?”

¢ You have well described it. Every man felt
the same. I have often mentioned it to my com-
rades. Say what you like, said I, but slay my
mother, if ever since the old gentleman strangled
himself things don’t seem, as it were, in their na-
tural propinquity. . *Twas the phrase I used.”

¢ A very choice one. Unless there ’s a natural

ropinquity, the best arranged matters will fall out.

owever, the ass sees farther than his rider, and
80 it was with Alroy, the best commander I ever
served under, all the same.”’

¢¢ Let ’s go forth and see how affairs run.”

¢¢ Ay, do. If we hear any one abuse Alroy,
we ’1l cleave his skull.”

¢¢ That will we. There are a good many of our
stout fellows about; we might do something yet.”

¢¢ Who knows.””

XVIIL

A subterranean dungeon of the citadel of Bagdad
held in its gloomy limits the late lord of Asia.
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The captive did not sigh, or weep, or wail. He
did not speak. He did not even think. For seve-
ral days he remained in a state of stupor. On the
morning of the fourth day, he almost unconsciously
partook of the wretched provision which his gaol-
ers brought him.  Their torches, round which the
bats whirled and flapped their wings, and twinkled
their small eyes, threw a ghastly glare over the
nearer walls of the dungeon, the extremity of
which defied the vision of the prisoner ; and when
the gaolers retired, Alroy was in complete dark-
ness.

The image of the past came back to him. He
tried in vain to penetrate the surrounding gloom.
His hands were manacled, his legs also were loaded
with chains. The notion that his life might per-
haps have been cruelly spared in order that it might
linger on in this horrible state of econscious annihi-
lation, filled him with frenzy. He would have
dashed his fetters against his brow, but the chain
restrained him. ~ He flung himself upon the damp
and rigid ground. His fall disturbed a thousand
obscene things. He heard the quick glide of a
serpent, the creeping retreat of the clustering scor-

ions, and the swift escape of the dashing rats.

is mighty calamities seemed slight, when com-
pared with these petty miseries. His great seul
could not support him under these noisome and
degrading incidents. He sprang, in disgust, upon
his feet, and stood fearful of moving, lest every
step should introduce him to some new abomina-
tion. At length, exhausted nature was unable
any longer to sustain him. He groped his way to
the rude seat, cut in the rocky wall, which was
his only accommodation, He put forth his hand.
It touched the slimy fur of f:ome: wild animal, that
instantly sprang away, its fiery eyes sparkling in
the dark. Alroy recoiled with a sensation pfgvv&
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begone dismay. His shaken nerves could not
sustain him under this base danger, and these foul
and novel trials. He could not refrain from an
exclamation of despair; and when he remembered
that he was now far beyond the reach of all human
solace and sympathy, even all human aid, for a
moment his mind seemed to desert him; and he
wrung his hands in forlorn and almost idiotic wo.

An awful thing it is—the failing energies of a
master-mind. He who places implicit confidence
in his genius, will ind himself some day utterly
defeated and deserted. ’Tis bitter! Every paltry
hind seems but to breathe to mock you. Slow,
indeed, is such a mind to credit that the never-
failinf resource can at last be wanting. But so it
is. ike a dried-up fountain, the perennial flow
and bright fertility have ceased, and ceased for
ever. Then comes the madness of retrospection.

Draw a curtain ! draw a curtain ! and fling it
over this agonizing anatomy—I can no more.

The days of childhood, his sweet sister’s voice
and smiling love, their innocent pastimes, and the
kind solicitude of faithful servants, all the soft de-
tail of mild domestic life,—these were the sights
and memories that flitted in wild play before the
burning vision of Alroy, and rose upon his tortur-
ed mind. Empire and glory, his sacred nation,
his imperial bride,—these, these were nothing.—
Their worth had vanished with the creative soul
that called them into action. The pure sympathies
of nature alone remained, and all his thought and
grief, all his intelligence, all his emotion, were cen-
tred in his sister.

It was the seventh morning. A guard entered
at an unaccustomed hour, and, sticking a torch into
a niche in the wall, announced that a person was
without who had permission to speak to the priso-
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ner. They were the first human accents that had
met the ear of Alroy during his captivity, which
seemed to him an age, a long dark period, that can-
celled all things. He shuddered at the harsh tones.
He tried to answer, but his unaccustomed lips re-
fused their office. He raised his heavy arms, and
endeavoured to signify his consciousness of what
had been uttered. Yet, indeed, he had not listen-
ed to the message without emotion. He looked
forward to the grate with strange curiosity ; and
as he looked, he trembled. The visitor entered,
muffled in a dark caftan. The guard disappeared ;
and the caftan falling to the ground, revealed Ho-
nain.

“ My beloved Alroy,”” said the brother of Ja-
baster ; and he advanced, and pressed him to his
bospm. Had it been Miriam, Alroy might have
at once expired ; but the presence of this worldly
man called back his worldliness. The revulsion
of his feelings was wonderful. Pride, perhaps
even hope, came to his aid; all the associations
seemed to counsel exertion; for a moment he
seemed the same Alroy.

¢I rejoice to find at least thee safe, Honain.”

¢¢1 also, if my security may lead to thine.”’

¢¢ Still whispering hope !’

¢¢ Despair is the conclusion of fools.”

“ 0 Honain ! ’tis a great trial. I can play my
part, and yet methinks ’twere better we had not
again met. How is Schirene ?”’

“Thinking of thee.”

“’Tis something that she can think. My mind
has gone. Where ’s Miriam ?”’

‘ Free.”’

¢¢ That’s something. Thou hast done that.—
Good, food Honain, be kind to that sweet child,
if only for my sake. Thou art all she has left.”



OF ALROY. 95

¢¢ She hath thee.”

¢ Her desolation.”

¢ Live, and be her refuge.”’

- ¢¢ How ’s that ? These walls—escape? No, no;

it is impossible.”

¢¢ I do not deem it so.”’

¢Indeed ! I’ll do any thing. Speak! speak !
Can we Bribe? can we cleave their skulls? can
we——

¢¢ Calm thyself, my friend. There is no need
of bribes, no need of bloodshed. We must make
terms.” )

¢¢Terms! We might have made those upon the
plains of Nehauend. Terms! Terms with a cap-
tive victim ?”’

« Why victim ?”

¢¢ Is Arslan then so generous ?”’

“«He is a beast, more savage than the boar that
grinds its tusks within his country’s forests,”

¢« Why speakest thou then of hope ?”’

¢« I spoke of certainty. I did not mention hope.”

¢Dear Honain, my brain is weak ; but I can:
bear strange things, or else I°d not be here. I feel
thy thoughtful friendship ; but indeéd there needs
no winding words to tell my fate. Pr’ythee, speak
out.”

«In a word, thy life is safe.”

« What, spared !”’

«If it please thee.”

¢“Please me! Life is sweet. I feel its sweet-
ness. I want but little. Freedom and solitude
are all I ask. My life spared ! 1’1l not believe
it.  Thou hast done this deed, thou mighty man,
that masterest all souls. Thou hast not forgotten
me, thou hast not forgotten the days gone by, thou
hast not forgotten thine own Alroy ! Who calls
thee worldly, is a slanderer. Oh, Honain ! thou
art too faithful !’
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¢¢1 have no thought, but for thy service, prince.”

« Call me not prince, call me thine own Alroy.
My life spared ! ’Tis wonderful ! When may I

0? Let no one see me. Manage that, Honain.
%‘hou canst manage all things. I’m for Egypt.—
Thou hast been to Egypt, hast thou not, Honain?”

<« A very wondrous land, ’twill please thee
much.”

« When may I go? Tell me when I may go.
When may I quit this dark and noisome cell ?—
’Tis worse than all their tortures, dear Honain.
Airand light, and I really think my spirit never
would break, but this horrible dungeon——1I scarce
can look upon thy face, sweet friend. ’Tis serious.”

« Wouldst thou have me gay ?”’

«“Yes ! if we are free.”

¢ Alroy ! thou art a great spirit, the test
that e’er I knew, or ever I have read of. I never
knew thy like, and never shall.”

¢¢ Tush, tush, sweet friend, I am a broken reed,
but still I am free. This is no time for courtly
phrases. Let’s go, and go at once.”

¢ A moment, dear Alroy. I am no flatterer.
What I said came from my heart, and doth con-
cern us much and instantly. 1 was saying thou
hast no common mind, Alroy—indeed thou hast a
mind unlike all others. Listen, my prince.—
Thou hast read mankind deeply and truly. Few
have seen more than thyself, and none have so rare
a spring of that intuitive knowledge of thy race,
which is a gem to which experience is but a jew-
eller, and without which no action can befriend us.”

« Well, well !”

“ A moment’s calmness. Thou hast entered
Bagdad in triumph, and thou hast entered the
same city with every contumely the base spirit of
our race could cast upon its victim. *Twas a great
lesson.”
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s¢ I feel it so.”

¢¢ And teaches us how vile and valueless is the
opinion of our fellow men.”

« Alas ! ’tis true.” :

“I am glad to see thee in this wholesome tem-
per. ’Tis full of wisdom.”

« The miserable are often wise.”

¢ But to believe is nothing unless we act. Specu-
lation should only sharpen practice. The time
hath come to prove thy lusty faith in this philoso-
phy. I told thee we could make terms. I have
made them. To-morrow it was doomed Alroy
should die, and what a death ! A death of infinite
torture ! Hast ever seen a man impaled ”’(15)?

< Hah !”

“To view it is alone a doom.”

¢¢ God of heaven !”?

«It is so horrible, that ’tis ever marked, that
when this direful ceremony occurs, the average
deaths in cities greatly increase. ’Tis from the
turning of the blood in the spectators, who yet
from some ungovernable madness can ne’er tefrain
from hurrying to the scene. I speak with some
authority—I speak as a physician.”.

¢ Speak no more. I cannot endure it.”

. % To-morrow this doom awaited thee. As for
Schirene—"’

« Not for her, oh ! surely not for her !* :

“ No, they were merciful. She is a caliph’s
daughter. °Tis not forgotten. The axe would
close her life. Her fair neck would give slight
trouble to the headsman’s art.  But for thy sister,
but for Miriam—she is a witch, a Jewish witch !
They would have burnt her alive.” -

«I°1l not believe it, no, no, I’ll not believe it :
- damnable, bloody demons! When I had power I
Vor. IL.—I
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;Pare'c,i, all—all but—ah, me ! ah, me ! why did I
ive !

“Thou dost forget thyself ; I speak of that
which was to have been, not of that which is to be.
I have stepped in and communed with the con-
queror. I have made terms.”

« What are they—what can they be ?”’

“Easy. To a philosopher like Alroy an idle
ceremony.”’

«Be brief, be brief.”

« Thou seest thy career is a great scandal to the
Moslemin. I mark their weakness, and I have
worked upon it. Thy mere defeat or death will
not blot out the stain upon their standard and their
faith. The public mind is wild with fantasies since
Alroy rose. Men’s opinions flit to and fro with
that fearful change that bodes no stable settlement
of states. None know what to cling to, or where
to place their trust. Creeds are doubted—authori-
ty disputed. They would gladly account for thy
success by other than human means, yet must deny
thy mission. There also is the fame of a fair and
mighty princess, a daughter of their caliphs, which
they would gladly clear. I mark all this, observe,
and work upon it. So, could we devise some
means by which thy lingering followers could be
for ever silenced, this great scandal fairly erased,
and the public frame brought to a sounder and more
tranquil pulse, why they would concede much,
much, very much.”

¢¢ Thy meaning, not thy means, are evident.”

“They are in thy power.”’

“In mine? ’Tis a deep riddle. Pr’ythee
solve it.”

«Thou wilt be summoned at to-morrow’s noon
before this Arslan. There, in the presence of the
assembled people, who are now with him as much
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as they were with thee, thou wilt be accused of
magic, and of intercourse with the infernal powers.
Plead guilty.”

¢ Well ! is there more ?”

“Some trifle. They will then examine thee
about the princess. It is not difficult to confess
that Alroy won the caliph’s daughter by an irre-
sistible spell—and now ’tis broken.”

¢ So, so. Is that all ?”?

““The chief. Thou canst then address some
phrases to the Hebrew prisoners, denying thy di-
vine mission, and so forth—to settle the public
mind, observe, upon this point for ever.”

« Ay, ay, and then 7

¢ No more, except for form, (upon the comple-
tion of the conditions, mind, you will be conveyed
to what land you please, with such amount of trea-
ture as you choose), there is no more, except, I say,
for form, I would, if I were you, (’twill be expect-
ed), I would just publicly affect to renounce our
fiith, and bow before their prophet.”

¢Hah ! Art thou there? Is this thy freedom ?

| Get thee behind me, tempter !

¢t Never, never, never ! not a jot, not a jot :

T 1’1 not yield a jot. Were my doom one everlast-

ing torture, I°d spurn thy terms ! Is this thy high
tontempt of our poor kind—to outrage my God !

1 to prove myself the vilest of the vile, and baser

than the basest ! Rare philosophy ! O Honain !
would we had never met !”’ ‘

“QOr never parted. True. . Had my word been
taken, Alroy would ne’er have been betrayed.”’

« No more, no more; I pray thee, sir, no more.
Leave me.”

“Were this a palace, I would. Harsh words are
softened by a friendly ear, when spoken in afflic-
tion,”

£L650A
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« Say what they will, I am the Lord’s anointed.
As such I should have lived, as such at least I’ll
die.”

¢ And Miriam ?”’

« The Lord will not desert her: she ne’er de-
serted him.”

«Schirene ?”’

« Schirene! why! for her sake alone I’ll die a
hero! Shall it be said she loved a craven slave, a
base impostor, a vile renegade, a villainous dealer
in drugs and charms? Oh! no, no, no! if only for
her sake, her sweet, sweet sake, my end shall be
like my great life. ~ As the sun I rose, like him I
set. Still the world is warm with my bright fame,
and my last hour shall not disgrace my noon,
stormy indeed, but glorious!”

Honain took the torch from the niche, and ad-
vanced to the grate. It was not fastened: he drew
it gently open,and led forward a veiled and female
figure. The veiled and female figure threw herself !
at the feet of Alroy, who seemed lost to what was
passing. A soft lip pressed his hand. He started,
his chains clanked. .

« Alroy!” softly murmured the kneeting female.

¢ What voice is that ?’’ wildly exclaimed the
prince of the captivity. <«It falls upon my ear
like long forgotten music. I’ll not believe it. No!
I’ll not believe it. Art thou Schirene ?”’ ‘

¢I am that wretched thing they called thy
bride.” )

¢¢ Oh! this indeed is torture! What impalement
can equal this sharp moment? Look not on me,
let not our eyes meet! They have met before,
like to the confluence of two shining rivers blend-
ing in one great stream of rushing light. Bear off
that torch, sir. - Let impenetrable darkness cover
our darker fortunes.”’ ‘
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« Alroy!” : )
¢ She speaks again. Isshe mad, as I am, that
thus she plays with agony?”’

¢ Sire,” said Honain, advancing, and laying his
hand gently on the arm of the captive, ¢ I pray
thee moderate this passion. Thou hast some faith-
ful friends here, who would fain commune in calm-
ness for thy lasting welfare.”

¢« Welfare! He mocks me.”

«“I beseech thee, sire, be calm. If, indeed, I
speak unto that great Alroy that all men feared
and still may fear, I pray remenber, ’tis not in
palaces, or in the battle field alone, the heroic soul
can conquer and command. Scenes like these are
the %reat proof of a superior soul. While we live,
our body is a temple where our genius pours forth
its godlike inspiration, and while the altar is not
’overthrown, the deity may still work marvels.
IThen rouse thyself, great sire; bethink thee, a ca-
liph or a captive, there is no man within this
breathing world like to Alroy. Shall such a being
ifall without a struggle, like some poor felon, who
lhas nought to trust to but the dull shuffling acci-
'dents of chance? I too am a prophet, and I feel
,thou still wilt conquer.”’ -
. % Give me my sceptre then, give me the sceptre!
I speak to the wrong brother. It was not thou—
.1t was not thou that gave it me.”

« Gain it once more. The Lord deserted David
for a time, yet still he pardoned him, and still he
.died a king.”

. ¢ A woman worked his fall.”’
| ¢« But thee a woman raises. This great princess,
|has she not suffered too ? Yet her spirit is still un-
‘broken. List to her counsel: it is deep and fond.”
¢¢ So was our love.” P
¢ And is, my Alroy!” exclaimed the princess.
12
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¢ Be calm, be calm, I pray thee! For my sake be
calm; I am calm for thine. Thou hast listened to
all Honain has told thee; that wise man, my Al-
roy, that never erred. *Tis but a word he counsels,
an empty word, a most unmeaning form. But
speak it, and thou art free, and Alroy and Schirene
may blend again their glorious careers, and lives
of sweet fruition. Dost thou not remember when
walking in the garden of our joy, and palled with
empire, how often hast thou sighed for some sweet
isle unknown to man, where thou mightest pass
thy days with no companion but my faithful self,
and no adventures but our constant loves ? Oh! my
beloved, that life may still he thine! And dost
thou faulter? Dost call thyself forlorn with such
fidelity, and deem thyself a wretch, when para-
dise with all its beauteous gates but woo thy en-
trance ? Oh! no, no, no! thou hast forgot Schirene:
I fear me much, thy over-fond Schirene, who doats
upon thy image in thy chains more than she did
" when those sweet hands of thine were boand with
gems, and played with her bright locks!”’

¢¢ She speaks of another world. I do remember
something. Who has sent this music to a dungeon ?
My spirit softens with her melting words. My
eyes are moist. I weep! *Tis pleasant. Sorrow is
joy compared with my despair. I never thought
to shed a tear again. My brain methinks is cooler.”

<« Weep, weep, I pray thee weep; but let me
kiss away thy tears, my soul! Didst think thy
Schirene had deserted thee? Ah! that was it that
made my bird so sad. It shall be free, and fly in a
sweet sky, and feed on flowers with its faithful
mate. Ah me! Iam once more happy with my
boy. There was no misery but thy absence, sweet!
Methinks this dungeon is our bright kiosk! Is that
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: the sunbeam, or thy smile, my love, that makes
. the walls so joyful!”’ :

¢« Did I smile >—I ’ll not believe it.”’

“Indeed you did. Ah! see he smiles again.
Why this is freedom! There is no such thing as

--sorrow. ’Tis a lie to frighten fools!”

« Why, Honain, what ’s this? *Twould seem I
:-am really joyful. There ’s inspiration in her very
- breath. 1 am another being. Nay! waste not

kisses on those ugly fetters.”

¢¢ Methinks they are gold.”

They were silent. Schirene drew Alroy to his
rough seat, and gently placing herself on his knees,

ethrew her arms round his neck, and buried her
face in his breast. After a few minutes she raised

. her head, and whispered in his ear in irresistible

© accents of sweet exultation, ¢¢ We shall be free to-
morrow !”’

« To-morrow ! is the trial so near ?”” exclaimed
the captive with an agitated voice and changing
countenance. “ To-morrow !> He threw Schi-
rene aside somewhat hastily, and sprang from his
seat. ¢ To-morrow! would it were over! To-
morrow ! Methinks there is within that single
word the fate of ages! Shall it be said to-morrow
Alroy

« Hah | what art thou that risest now before me?
Dread, mighty spirit, thou hast come in-time to
save my last perdition. Take me to thy bosom,
’tis not stabbed. They did not stab thee. Thou
seest me here communing with thy murderers.
What then? I am innocent. Ask them, dread
ghost, and call upon their fiendish souls to say I am
gure. They would make me dark as themselves,

ut shall not.” .

¢ Honain, Honain! exclaimed the princess 1n a

terrible whisper, as she flew to the physician. ¢ He




104 THE WONDROUS TALE

is wild again, he is wild. Calm him, ecalm him
Mark ! how he stands with his extended arms, an
fixed and vacant eyes, muttering most awful words
My spirit fails me. It is too fearful.”

The physician advanced and stood by the sid
of Alroy, but in vain attempted to catch his atten
tion. He ventured to touch his arm. The prino
started, turned round, and recognizing him, eg
claimed in a shrieking voice, ¢¢ Off, fratricide !”

Honain recoiled pale and quivering. Schiren
sprang to his arm. ¢ What said he, Honain ? Thog
dost not speak. I never saw thee pale before. /
thou too mad ?”’

¢« Would I were !’ »

¢¢ All men are growing wild. I am sure he sad}’ -
something. I pray thee tell me. What was it?} :

¢¢ Ask him.”

¢ I dare not. Tell me—tell me, Honain !”

¢¢That I dare not.”

¢ Was it a word ?”’

¢Ay! a word to wake the dead. Let us be]
gone.”

¢ Without our end? Coward! I’ll speak to
him. My own Alroy,” sweetly whispered the
princess, as she advanced before him.

¢¢ What has the fox left the tigress ! Is’t so, eh, |
eh? Are there no judgments? Are the innocent
only haunted ? Iam innocent ; I did not strangle
thee! He said rightly, Beware, beware! they |,
who did this, may do even fouler deeds. And
here they are quick at their damned work. Thy |
body suffered, great Jabaster, but me they would
strangle body and soul !’

The princess shrieked, and fell into the arms of
the advancing Honain, who bore her out of the
dungeon.

A

- 0 4




OF ALROY. 105

- i

XVIIIL T~

* After the fall of Hamadan, Bostenay and Miri-
Il had been carried prisoners to Bagdad. Through

e interference of Honain, their imprisonment
lad been exempted from the usual hardships ; but
hey were still confined to_their chambers in the
itadel. Hitherto all the endeavours of Miriam to
isit her brother had been fruitless. Honain was
e only person to whom she could apply for as-
istance, and be, in answer to her importunities,
nly regretted his want of power to aid her. In
ain had she attempted, by the offer of some re-
raining jewels, to secure the co-operation of her
uards, with whom her loveliness and the softness
£ her manners had already ingratiated her. She
ad not succeeded even in communicating with
vroy. But after the unsuccessful mission of Ho-
ain to the dungeon, the late vizier visited the
ister - of the captive, and breaking to her with
elicate skill, the intelligence of the impending
atastrophe, he announced that he had at length
acceeded in obtaining for her the desired permiss-
On to visit her brother, and while she shuddered
t the proximity of an event for which she had
ong attempted to prepare herself, Honain, with
ome modifications, whispered the means by which
1e flattered himself it might yet be averted. Mi-
iam listened to him in silence, nor could he with
1l his consummate art succeed in extracting from
rer the slightest indication of her own opinion as
o their expediency. They parted, Honain as
anguine as the wicked ever are.

As Miriam dreaded, both for herself and for Al.
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roy, the shock of an unexpected meeting, sl
availed herself of the influence of Honain to sen
Caleb to her brother, to prepare him for her pr
sence, and to consult him as to the desirable m X
ment. Caleb found his-late master lying exhausted § ««
on the floor of his dungeon. At first he would not
speak, or even raise his head, nor did he for a long
time apparently recognize the faithful retainer of
his uncle. Butat length he grew milder, and whea:
he fully comprehended who the messenger was,
and the object of the mission, he at first seemed
altogether disinclined to see his sister, but in the
end, postponed their meeting for the present, and,
pleading great exhaustion, fixed for that sad union,
the first hour of dawn. ,
The venerable Bostenay had scarcely ever spo-
ken since the fall of his nephew : indeed it was
but too evident that his faculties, even if they had § ¢
not entirely deserted him, were at least greatly } ¢
impaired. He never quitted his couch, he tookno §
notice of what occurred. He evinced no curiosity,
scarcely any feeling. If indeed he occasionally §:
did mutter an observation, it was generally of an
irritable character, nor truly did he appear satisfied
if any one approached him, save Miriam, from
whom alone he would accept the scanty victuals
which' he ever appeared disinclined to touch. But
his devoted niece, amid all her harrowing affliction,
could ever spare to the protector of her youtha
placid countenance, a watchful eye, a gentle voice,
and a ready hand. Her religion and her virtue,
the strength of her faith, and the inspiration of her
innocence, supported this pure and hapless lady
amid all her undeserved and unparalleled sorrows.
It was long past midnight, the young widow of
Abner reposed upon a couch in a soft slumber.
The amiable Beruna, and the beautiful Bathsheba,

r‘
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Khe blinds withdrawn, watched the progress of the
goight. <« Shall I wake her >’ said the beautiful

thsheha. ¢¢ Methinks the stars are paler ! She
bid me rouse her long before the dawn.”

¢¢ Her sleep is too beautiful ! Let us not wake
‘Jher,” replied the amiable Beruna. ¢ We rouse

“her only to sorrow.”

« May her dreams at least be happy,” rejoined
sthe beautiful Bathsheba. ¢¢ She sleeps tranquilly,
-as a flower.”

¢¢ The veil has fallen from her head,”” said the
amiable Beruna. ¢« I will replace it lightly on
her brow. Is that well, my Bathsheba ?”

« It is well, sweet Beruna. Her face shrouded
by the shawl is like a pearl in its shell. See! she
moves!”’ '

¢ Bathsheba ?”’

¢ I am here, sweet lady.”

¢¢ Is it near dawn ?”

“ Not yet, sweet lady ; it is yet night. It is
long past the noon of night, sweet lady; methinks

Iscent the rising breath of morn; but still ’tis night,
and the young moon shines like a sickle in the
heavenly field, amid the starry harvest.”

‘¢ Beruna, gentle girl, give me thy arm. 1’1l
rise.” .

The maidens advanced, and gently raising their
mistress, supported her to the window.

¢¢ Since our calamities,’” said Miriam, ¢ I have
never proved such tranquil slumber. My dreams
were slight but soothing. I saw him, but he smiled.
Have I slept long, sweet girls ? Give me a kiss.
Ye are very watchful.”

¢¢ Dear lady, let me bring thy shawl. The air is
fresh—"

“ But sweet; I thank thee, no. My brow is not

so0 cool it needs a covering. ’Tis a fair night?’
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Miriam gazed upon the wide prospect of
moonlit capital. The eminent position of
citadel afforded an extensive view of the mi;

roups of buildings, each in itself a city, broken (
gy some vast and hooded cupola, the tall, f
white minarets of the mosques, or the black
spiral form of some lonely cypress, and thrc
which the rushing Tigris, flooded with light,
forth its broad and brilliant torrent. All was sil
not a single boat floated on the fleet river, nota
tary voice broke the stillness of slumberin
lions. She gazed, and as she gazed, she could
refrain from contrasting the present scene, w!
seemed the sepulchre of all the passions of our1
with the unrivalled excitement of that stir
spectacle which Bagdad afforded on the celebra
of the marriage of Alroy. How different t
too, was her position to her present, and how hay
The only sister of a devoted brother, the lord
conqueror of Asia, the bride of his most victor
captain, one worthy of all her virtues, and wl
youthful valour had encircled her brow with a
dem. For Miriam, exalted station had bro
neither cares nor crimes. It had, as it were, ¢
rendered her charity universal, and her benevole
omnipotent. She could not accuse herself—
blessed woman—she could not accuse herself, e
in this searching hour of self-knowledge—she e
not accuse herself, with all her meekness,
modesty and humility, of having for a mon
forgotten her dependence on her God, or her d
to her neighbour.

But when her thoughts recurred to that be
from whom they were indeed scarcely ever abs:
and when she remembered him, and all his !
and all the thousand incidents of his youth, n
teries to the world, and known only to her,
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which were indeed the prescience of his fame, and
thought of all his surpassing qualities, and all his
sweet affection, his unrivalled glory, and his im-
pending fate, the tears, in silent agony, forced their
way down her pale and pensive cheek. She bowed
her head upon Bathsheba’s shoulder, and swecet
Beruna pressed her quivering hand.

The moon set, the stars grew white and ghastly,
and, one by one, vanished away. Over the dis-
tant plain of the Tigris, the scene of the marriage

" pomp, the dark purple horizon shivered into arich
streak of white and orange. The solemn strain of
the muezzin sounded from the minarets. Some
one knocked at the door. It was Caleb.

¢ 1 am ready,” said Miriamj and for a moment
she covered her face with herright hand. ¢ Think
of me, sweet maidens; pray for me!”’

XIX.

Leaning on Caleb, and lighted by a gaoler, bear-
ing torches, Miriam descended the damp and broken
stairs that led to the dungeon. She faultered as
she arrived at the gate. She stopped, and leant
against the cold and gloomy wall. The gaoler and
Caleb preceded her. She heard the voice of Alroy.
It was firm and sweet. Its accents re-assured her.
Caleb came forth with a torch, and held it to her
feet; and as he bent down, he said, ¢ My lord bid
me beg you to be of good heart, for he is.”

The gaoler having stuck his torch in the niche,
withdrew. Miriam desired Caleb to stay without.
Then, summoning up all her energies, she entered
the dreadful abode. Alroy wasstanding to receive
her. The light fell upon his countenance. 1t smiled.

Vol. IL.—K
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Miriam could no longer restrain herself. She ran |,
forward, and pressed him to her heart. -
¢¢ Oh, my best, my long beloved,”” whispered
Alroy; « such a meeting indeed leads captivity

captive!”

But the sister could not speak. She leant her
head upon his shoulder, and closed her eyes, that
she might not weep.

« Courage, dear heart; courage, courage!’’ whis-
pered the captive. ¢ Indeed I am very happy!”

¢« My brother, my brother!”

¢« Had we met yesterday, you would have found
me perhaps a little vexed. But fo-day I am my-
self again. Since I crossed the Tigris, I know not
that 1 have felt such self-content. I have had sweet
dreams, dear Miriam, full of solace, and more than
dreams. The Lord has pardoned me, I truly
think.”’

¢« Oh, my brother! your words are full of com-
fort; for, indeed, I too have dreamed, and dreamed
of consolation. My spirit since our fall has never
been more tranquil.”’

¢¢ Indeed 1 ami very happy.”

¢ Say so again, my David; let me hear again
these words of solace!”’

¢¢ Indeed, ’tis very true, my faithful friend. It
is not spoken in kind mockery to make you joyous.
For know, last eve, whether the Lord repented of
his wrath, or whether some dreadful trials, of which
we will not speak, and wish not to remember, had
made atonement for my manifold sins—but so it
was, that about the time my angel Miriam sent her ]
soothing message, a feeling of repose came over me,
such as I long have coveted. Anon, 1 fell into a
slumber, deep and sweet, and for those wild and
whirling images, that of late have darted from my
brain when it should rest,—glimpses of empire and
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conspiracy, snatches of fierce wars and mocking
loves,—I stood beside our native fountain’s brink,
and gathered flowers with my earliest friend. As
I placed the fragrant captives in your flowing locks,
and kissed you when you smiled, there came Ja-
baster, that great, injured man, no longer stern and
awful, but with benignant looks, and full of love.
And he said, ¢ David, the Lord hath marked thy
faithfulness, despite the darkness of thy dungeon.’
So he vanished. He spoke, my sister, of some
strange temptations by heavenly aid withstood. No
more of that. I awoke. And lo! I heard my
name still called. Full of my morning dream, I
thought it was you, and I answered, ¢ Dear sister,
art thou here ?* But no one answered; and then
reflecting, my memory recognized those thrilling
tones that summoned Alroy in Jabaster’s cave.’”’

¢¢ The daughter of the Voice?”’

“Even that sacred messenger. I am full of
faith. The Lord hath pardoned me. Be sure of
that.”

«I cannot doubt it, David. You have done great
things for Israel ; no one in these latter days has
risen like you. If you have fallen, you were
young, and strangely tempted.”’

¢« Yet Israel, Israel ! Did I not feel a worthier
leader awaits my country yet, my heart would crack.
I have betrayed my country !’

¢ 0Oh no, no, no! You have shown what we
can do, and shall. Your memory alone is inspira-
tion. A great career, although baulked of its end, is
still a land-mark of human energy. Failure, when
sublime, is not without its purpose. Great deeds
are great legacies, and work with wondrous usury.
By what man has done, we learn what man can do;
and gauge the power and prospects of our race.”
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¢¢Alas ! there isno one to guard my name.
T will be reviled; or worse, ’t will be forgotten!”

¢¢ Never, never ! the memory of great actions
never dies. The sun of glory, thouglgl awhile ob-
scured, will shine at last. And so, sweet brother,
perchance some poet, in some distant age, within
whose veins our sacred blood may flow, his fancy
fired with the national theme, may strike his harp
to Alroy’s wild career, and consecrate a name too
long forgotten !*’

¢ May love make thee a prophetess!” ex-
claimed Alroy, as he bent down his head and em-
braced her. ¢ Sweetest,”” he whispered, “do not
tarry. ’Tis better weshould part in thisfirm mood.”

She sprang from him, she clasped her hands.
¢« We will not part,”” she exclaimed, with energy;
¢« I will die with thee.”

“,Blessed girl, be calm, be calm ! Do not unman
me.”’

¢“I am calm. See! I do not weep. Not a
tear, not a tear. They are all in my heart.”’

¢¢ Go, go, my Miriam, angel of light and loveli- :

ness ! Tarry no longer: I pray thee go. I would
not think of the past.. Let all my mind be cen-
tred in the present. Thy presence calls back our
by-gone days and softens me too much. My duty
to my uncle. Go, dearest, go !”

¢¢And leave thee, leave thee to——oh! my
David, thou hast seen, thou hast heard Honain?”’

¢ No more, no more ; let not that accursed
name profane those holy lips. Raise not the de-
mon in me.”’ ‘

“I am silent, I am silent. Yet, yet ’tis mad-
ness, ’tis madness ! Oh ! my brother, thou hast a
fearful trial.”

¢ The God of Israel is my refuge. He saved
our fathersin the fiery furnace. He will save me.”’

N\
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I am full of faith. I pray thee let me stay.” -

¢ I would be silent, I would be alone. I cannot
speak, Miriam. I ask one favour, the last and
dearest, from her who has never had a thought
but for my wishes—blessed being, leave me.”

«“I go. Oh! Alroy, farewell! Let me kiss
you. Again, oncemore ! Let me kneel and bless
you. Brother, beloved brother, great and glorious
brother, I am worthy of you: I will not weep.
I am prouder this dread moment of your love, than
all your foes can be of their hard triumph !”

XX.

Beruna and Bathsheba received their mistress
. when she returned to her chamber. They marked
her desolate air. She was silent, pale and cold.
They bore her to her couch, whereon she sat with
amost listless and unmeaning look, her quivering
lips parted, her eyes fixed upon the ground in va-
. ¢ant abstraction, and her arms languidly folded be-
fore her. Beruna stole behind her, and supported
her back with pillows, and Bathsheba, unnoticed,
wiped the slight foam from her mouth. - Thus Mi-
yiam remained forseveral hours, herfaithful maidens
in vain watching for any indication of her self-con-
Sciousness.
Suddenly a trumpet sounded.
¢ What is that ?>> exclaimed Miriam, in a shrill
voice, and looking up with a distracted glance.
Neither of them answered, since they were
aware it betokened the going forth of Alroy to his
trial. .
Miriam remained in the same posture, and with
the same expression of wild inquiry. Another
K2 .
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trumpet sounded, and after that a shout of the peo-
ple. Then she raised up her arms to heaven, and
bowed her head—and died.

XXI.

« Has the second trumpet sounded ?”’

¢ To be sure: run, run for a good place. Where
is Abdallah ?”

¢¢ Selling sherbet in the square. 'We shall find
him. Has Alroy come forth ?”’ :

¢ Yes! he goes the other way. We shall be too
late. _Only think of Abdallah selling sherbet!”’

¢¢ Father, let me go ?”’ _

¢ You will be in the way; you are too young;
you will see nothing. Little boys should stay at
home.”

¢¢ No, they should not. Iwillgo. You can put
me on your shoulders.”’

¢¢ Where is Ibrahim ? Where is Ali? We
must all keep together. We shall have to fight for
it. I wish Abdallah were here. Only think of his
selling sherbet!”’

¢« Keep straight forward. That is right. Itis
no use going that way. The bazaar is shut. There
is Fakreddin, there is Osman Effendi. He has got
a new page.”

“’So he has, I declare; and a very pretty boy
too.”’

¢¢ Father, will they impale Alroy alive ?’

¢¢1 am sure I do not know. Never ask questions,
my dear. Little boys never should.”

¢ Yes they should. Oh my! I hope they will
impale him alive. I shall be so disappointed if they
do not.”
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¢ Keep to the left. Dash through the butcher’s
bazaar: that is open. All right, all right. Did
you push me, sir ?”’

¢ Suppose I did push you, sir—what then, sir ?”’

¢ Come along, don’t quarrel. That is a Karas-
mian. They think they are to do what they like.
We are five to one to be sure, but still there is no-
thing like geace and quiet. I wish Abdallah were
here with his stout shoulders. Only think of his
selling sherbet!”’

XXII.

The square of the grand mosque, the same spot
where Jabaster met Abidan by appointment, was
the intended scene of the pretended trial of Alroy.
Thither by break of day the sight-loving thousands
of the capital had repaired. In the centre of the
square a large circle was described by a crimson
cord, and guarded by Karasmian soldiers ; around
this the swelling multitude pressed like the gather-
ing waves of ocean, but whenever the tide set in
with too great an impulse, the savage Karasmians
appeased the ungovernable element by raising their
brutal battle-axes, and breaking the crowns and
belabouring the shoulders of their nearest victims.
As the morning advanced, the terraces of the sur-

! rounding houses, covered with awnings, were
crowded with spectators. All Bagdad was about.
~ Since the marriage of Alroy, there had never been
. Such a merry morn as the day of his impalement.
At one end of the circle was erected a magnifi-
cent throne. Half-way between the throne and the
other end of the circle, but farther back, stood a
company of Negro eunuchs, hideous to behold, who,
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clothed in white and armed with various instru-
ments of torture, surrounded the enormous stakes,
tall, thin and sharp, that were prepared for the final
ceremony.

The flourish of trumpets, the clash of cymbals,
and the wild beat of the tambour, announced the
arrival of Alp Arslan from the serail. An avenue
to the circle had been preserved through the multi-
tude. The royal procession might be traced as it
wound through the populace by the sparkling and
undulating line of plumes of honour, and the daz-
zling forms of the waving streamers, on which were
inscribed the names of Allah and the prophet. Sud-
denly, amid the bursts of music, and the shouts of
the spectators, many of whom on the terraces hum-
bled themselves on their knees, Alp Arslan mount-
ed the throne, around which ranged themselves his
chief captains, and a deputation of ‘the moollahs,
and imams, and cadis, and other principal person-
ages of the city.

The king of Karasmé was very tall in stature,
and somewhat meagre in form. He was fair, or
rather sandy-coloured, with a red beard, and blue
eyes, and a flat nose. The moment he was seated
a trumpet was heard in the distance from an oppo-
site quarter, and it was soon understood throughout
the assembly that the great captive was about to
appear.

A band of Karasmian guards first entered the
circle and ranged themselves round the cord with
their backs to the spectators. After them came
fifty of the principal Hebrew prisoners, with their
hands bound behind them, but evidently more for
form than security. To these succeeded a small
covered wagon drawn by mules, and surrounded
by guards, from which was led forth, his legs
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welieved from their manacles, but his hands still in
heavy chains, David Alroy !

An universal buzz of blended sympathy, and
wonder, and fear, and triumph, arose throughout the
whole assembly. Each man involuntarily stirred.
“The vast populace moved to and fro in agitation.
His garments soiled and tattered, his head bare,
and his long locks drawn off his forehead, pale, and
wery thin, but still unsubdued, the late conqueror
and caliph of Bagdad threw around a calm and im-
Perial glance upon those who were but recently his
slaves,

The trumpets again sounded, order was called,
and a crier announced that his highness Alp Ars-
dan, the mighty sovereign of Karasmé, their lord,
Pprotector and king, and avenger of Allah and the
prophet, against all rebellious and evil-minded Jews
and giaours, was about to speak. There was a
deep and universal silence, and then sounded a voice
high as the eagle’s in a storm.

¢ David Alroy !”> said his conqueror. ¢ You
_are brought here this day neither for trial nor for
Judgment. Captured in arms against your rightful
sovereign, you are of course prepared, like other
Tebels, for your doom. Such a crime alone de-
serves the most avenging punishments, What then
do you merit, who are loaded with a thousand in-
famies, who have blasphemed Allah and the pro-
phet, and by the practice of magic arts, and the aid
of the infernal powers, have broken the peace of
kingdoms, occasioned infinite bloodshed, outraged
all law, religion and decency, misled the minds of
your deluded votaries, and especially by a direct
compact with Eblis, by the most horrible spells and
infamous incantations, captivated the senses of an
illustrious princess, heretofore famous for the prac-
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tice of every virtue, and a descendant of the
phet himself.

¢¢Behold those stakes of palm wood, sha
than a lance! The most terrible retribution
human ingenuity has devised for the guilty, av

ou. But your crimes baffle all human venges
{ook forward for your satisfactory reward to 't
infernal powers by whose dark co-operation
have occasioned such disasters. Your punishr
is publie, that all men may know that the g
never escape, and that, if your heart be visitec
the slightest degree of compunction for your nu
ous victims, you may this day, by the frank
fession of the irresistible means by which
seduced them, exonerate your victims from
painful and iguominious end with which, thr
your influence, they are now threatened. M
O assembled people, the infinite mercy of the 1
gerent of Allah! He allows the wretched ma
confess his infamy, and to save, by his confess
his unfortunate victims. I have said it. Glo
Allah '

And the people shouted, ¢ He has said it, he
said it ! Glory to Allah! He isgreat, he is g
and Mahomed is his prophet !”’

¢« Am I to speak ?”’ inquired Alroy, when
tumult had subsided. The melody of his pow:
voice commanded universal attention.

Alp Arslan nodded his head in approbation.

“King of Karasmé! I stand here accuse
many crimes. Now hear my answers. ’Tiss
am a rebel. My answer is, I am a prince as
art, of a sacred race, and far more ancient. I
fealty to no one but to my God, and if I
broken that, I am yet to learn Alp Arslan is
avenger of his power. As for thy God and
phet, I know not them, though they acknowl
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mine. ’Tis well understood in every polity, my
people stand apart from other nations, and ever will,
despite of suﬂ'erin%.‘ So much for blasphemy ; I
am true to a deep faith of ancient days, which even
the sacred writings of thy race still reverence. For
the arts magical I practised, and the communion
wvith infernal powers ’tis said I held, know, king,
K raised the standard of my faith, by the direct
eommandment of my God, the great Creator of the
universe. What need of magic then? what need
of paltering with petty fiends when backed by his
omnipotence ? My magic was his inspiration.
WNeed I prove why, with such aid, my people
crowded around me? The time will come from
Qut our ancient seed, a worthier chief shall rise,
mot to be quelled, even by thee, sir.

“For that unhappy princess of whom some-
thing was said, with no great mercy as it seemed to
e, that lady is my wife, my willing wife, the
daughter of a caliph—still my wife, although your
stakes may make her soon a widow. I stand not
dere to account for female fancies. Believe me,
. mire, she gave her beauty to my raptured arms with
“1o persuasions but such as became a soldier and a
Xking. It may seem strange to thee upon thy
throne, the flower of Asia should be plucked by
one so vile as I am, sir., Remember, the accidents
©f fortune are most strange. I was not always what
Iam. We have met before. There was a day,
and that too not long since, when, but for the
treachery of some knaves I mark there, fortune
seemed half inclined to reverse our fates. Had I
conquered, I trustI should have shown more mer-
¢ .,’

The king of Karasmé was the most passionate of
men. He had made a speech according to the ad-
vice and instructions of his counsellors, who had
assured him, that the tone he adopted would induce

-
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Alroy to confess all that he required, and espec
to vindicate the reputation of the princess Schit
who had already contrived to persuade Alp A:
that she was the most injured of her sex.
king of Karasmé stamped thrice on the platfor
his throne, and exclaimed with great fire, ¢
* my beard, ye have deceived me ; the dog has
fessed nothing !’

All the counsellors and chief captains, and
moollahs, and the imams, and the cadis, anc
principal personages of the city, were in great
sternation. They immediately consulted toge!
and after much disputation, agreed that before
proceeded to extremities it was expedient to p
what the prisoner would not confess. A -
venerable scheik, clothed in flowing robes of g
with a long white beard, and a turban like the
er of Babel, then rose. His sacred reput:
procured silence while he himself delivered a
prayer, supplicating Allah and the prophet to
found all blaspheming Jews and giaours, ar
pour forth words of truth from the mouths of
gious men.  And then the venerable scheik
moned all witnesses against David Alroy. I
diately advanced Kisloch the Kourd, who t
placed in an eminent position, the cadi of Ba
drew forth a scroll from his velvet bag, and
to him a deposition wherein the worthy Kis
stated, that he first became acquainted with
prisoner, David Alroy, in some ruins in the
sert ; the baunt of banditti, of whom Alroy
the chief ; that he, Kisloch, was a reputable
chant, and that his caravan had been plundere
- these robbers, and he himself captured : tha
the second night of his imprisonment, Alro)

ared to him in the likeness of a lion, and o1
third, of a bull with fiery eyes: that he was i1
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habit of coustantly transforming himself ; that he

uently raised spirits ; that at length, on one
terrible night, Eblis himself eame in great process-
ion, and presented Alroy with the sceptre of
Solomon Ben Daoud ; and that the next day Alroy
raised his standard, and soon after massacred Has-
san Subah and his Seljuks, by the visible aid of
many terrible demons.

Calidas the Indian, the Guebre, and the Negro,
and a few congenial spirits, were not eclipsegl?n
the satisfactory character of their evidence by the
luminous testimony of Kisloch the Kourd. The
irresistible career of the Hebrew conqueror was
undeniably accounted for, and the honour of the
Moslemin arms, and the purity of the Moslemin
faith, were established in their pristine glory, and
all their unsullied reputation. David Alroy was
proved to be a child of Eblis, a sorcerer, and a
dealer in charms and magical poisons. The people
listened with horror and with indignation. They
would have burst through the guards and have torn
him to pieces, had not they been afraid of the Ka-

< rasmian battle-axes. So they consoled themselves
with the prospect of his appreaching tortures.
* The cadi of Bagdad bowed himself before the
king of Karasmé, and whispered at a respectful
distance in the royal ear. The trumpets sounded,
the criers enjoined silenee, and the royal lips again
moved.

¢ Hear, oh! ye people, and be wise. The
chief cadi is about to read the deposition of the

. royal princess Schirene, chief victim of the sor-
cerer.”’

And the deposition was read, which stated that
David Alroy possessed, and wore next to his heart, -
a talisman, given him by Eblis, of which the virtue
was 80 . eat,I IthatL if once it were pressed to the
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heart of any woman, she was no longer mistress
of her will. Such had been the unhappy fate of
the daughter of the commander of the faithful.

¢ Ig it so written ?*’ inquired the captive.

¢« It is so written,” replied the cadi, ¢‘and bears
the imperial signature of the princess.”’

¢« It is a forgery.”

The king of Karasmé started from his. throne,
and in his rage nearly descended its steps. His
face was like scarlet, his beard like a flame. A fa-
vourite minister ventured gently to restrain the
royal robe.

¢«¢ Kill the dog on the spot,”” muttered the king
of Karasmé.

¢ The princess is herself here,” said the cadi,
¢¢ to bear witness to the spells of ‘'which she wasa
victim, but from which, by the power of Allah and
the prophet, she is now released.”

Alroy started !

¢¢ Advance, royal princess,”” said the cadi, “and
if the deposition thou hast heard be indeed true,
condescend to hold up the imperial hand that
adorned it with thy signature.”’

A band of eunuchs near the throne gave way,
a female figure veiled to her feet appeared. She
held up her hand amid the breathless agitation of
the whole assembly ; the ranks of the eunuchs
again closed ; a loud shriek was heard, and the
veiled figure disappeared.

“ T am ready for thy tortures, king,”” said Alroy,
in a tone of deep depression. His firmness ap-
peared to have deserted him. His eyes were cast
upon the ground. Apparently he was buried in
profound thought, or had delivered himself up to
despair.

¢¢ Prepare the stakes,”” said Alp Arslan.

An involuntary, but universal shudder might
be distinguished through the whole assembly.

-

o
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A slave advanced and offered Alroy a scroll.
He recognized the Nubian who belonged to Ho-
nain. His former minister informed him that he
was at hand, that the terms he offered in the dun-
geon might even yet be granted, that if Alroy
would, as he doubted not, as he entreated him, ac-
cept them, he was to place the scroll in his bosom,
but that if he were still inexorable, still madly de-
termined on a horrible and ignominious end, he
was to tear the scroll, and throw it into the arena.
Instantly Alroy took the scroll, and with great
energy tore it into a thousand pieces. A puff of
wind carried the fragments far and wide. The
mob fought for these last memorials of David Al-
roy ; and this little incident occasioned a great
confusion.
~ In the meantime the negroes prepared the in-
“struments of torture and of death.

“The obstinacy of this Jewish dog makes me
mad,” said the king of Karasmé to his courtiers.
“I will hold some parley with him before he dies.”
The favourite minister entreated his sovereign to
be content ; but the royal beard grew so red, and
the royal eyes flashed forth such terrible sparks of
fire, that even the favourite minister at length gave
Way.

The trumpets sounded, the criers called silence,
and the voice of Alp Arslan was again heard.

¢¢ Thou dog, dost see what is preparinF for thee?
Dost know what awaits thee in the halls of thy
master Eblis? Can a Jew be influenced even by
false pride? Is not life sweet? Isit not better
to be my slipper-bearer than to be impaled ?”’

4 Magnanimous Alp Arslan,” replied Alroy, in
a tone of undisguised contempt ; ¢¢thinkest thou
that any torture can be equal to the recollection
that I have been conquered by thee ?”’
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« By my beard, he mocks me,” exclaimed t
Karasmian monarch, ‘‘he defies me. Touch 1
my robe. I will parley with him. Yeseenof
ther than a hooded hawk, ye sons of a blind n
ther. This is a sorcerer; he hath yet some mas
spell ; he will yet save himself. He will fly i1
the air, or sink into the earth. He laughs at ¢
tortures.”” The king of -Karasmé precipitat(
descended the steps of his throne, followed by '
favourite minister, and his counsellors, and ch
captains, and the cadis, and the moollahs, and {
imams, and the principal personages of the city.

< Sorcerer!” exclaimed Alp Arslan, «insol
sorcerer ! base son of a base mother ! dog of doy
dost thou defy us? Does thy master Eblis whisj
hope? Dost thou laugh at our punishment
Wilt thou fly into the air ? wilt thou sink into t
earth ? eh,eh ? Is it so, is itso?’> The breathl
monarch ceased, from the exhaustion of passic
He tore his beard up by the roots, he stamped wi
uncontrollable rage.

¢¢ Thou art wiser than thy counsellors, royal A
lan ; 1 do defy thee. My master, although «
Eblis, has not deserted me. I laugh at thy punis
ments. Thy tortures I despise. 1 shall both sii
into the earth, and mount into the air. Art th
answered ?*’

¢¢ By my beard,” exclaimed the enraged Arsla
%] am answered. Let Eblis save thee, if he can
sad the king of Karasmé, the most famous mast
of the sabre in Asia, drew his blade like lightnii
from its sheath, and earried off the head bf Al
at a stroke. It fell, and as it fell, a smile of trim
phant derision seemed to play upon the dying fe
tares of the hero, and to ask of his enemie
« Where now were all their tortures ?’’(16)
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Notz.—Page 10.

The pol. the son of Kareah.
Vid.}:lole::?n'i{h, eap. 420‘.’.

Notz.—Page 15.
The q}mntmg gestures and the voluptuous grace of the dancing
: Egypt.
A sculptor might find fine studiesin the Egyptian Alwyn.

Notz 1.—Page 17.

Go get us a kabob.

A most capital thing. Square lamps of meat run upon a skewer
and between each piece of meat, a most delieate slice of onion, a
quickly broiled. A very favourite dish with the Turks. A kabob
shopis like an English chop-house.

Nm 2.—Page 19.

Siz choice steeds sumptuously caparisoned.

Led horses always precede the advent of a great man. 1 think
there were usually twelve before the sultan when he went to mosque,
which he did in public every Friday.

Norz 3.—Page 19.

Siz Damascus sabres of unrivalled temper.
But sabres are not to be found at Damascus, any more than
cheeses at Stilton, or oranges at Maita. The art of watering the
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blade is, however, ised, I believe, in Persia. A fine Damascas
blade :‘ill fetoh a m‘ﬁg\m, fifty, or even one hundred guives

Norz 4.—Page 19.

A snorw-white Anatolian charger.

The finest horses in the world are the Aunatolisn or Asiatie Turk-
ish, from which all our best breeds have sprung, and not from the
Arabian, which I believe to be little worth. It is against reason that
the race should be so pre-eminent in a land without pasture. Set
an excellent letter on this subject signed ¢ StuD,” in a recent num-
ber of that capital periodiaal work, the Sporting Magazine.

Notx 5.—Page 20.

Roses from Rocnabad. ’
A river in Persia famous for its bowery banks of roses.

[N =TS

Notz 6.—Page 20.

Screens made of the feather of a roc.
The screens and fans in the East, made of the plumage of ne
birds, with jewelled handles, are very gorgeous.

NoTe 7.—Page 21.

A tremulous aigrette of brilliants.

‘Worn only by personages of the highest rank. The sultsn pr-
sented Lo elson after the battle of the Nile with an aigrett
of diamonds.

No7x 8.—Page 36.

To send him the whole of the next course.

These compliments from the tables of the t are not uncommm
in the East.  When at the head quarters of the grand vizier at ¢
ning, his highness sent to mysei and my travelling companions,?
ocourse from his table, singers and dancing girls, .

Nots 9.—Page 37.

The golden wine of Mount Lebanon.

A most delicious wine, from its eolour, brilliancy and rare i
vour, justly meriting this title, is made on Lebanon ; but it will ot
unfortusately bear exportation, and even materially suffers in ¢
voyage from the coast to Alexandria.
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Nots 10,—Page 46.

/And the compan ardeners.
i These gtrdenerlyo?‘ té serail form a very efficient body of po-
ce.

Norz 11.—Page 51.

Alroy retired to the bath.

The bath is a prinei al scene of o'lr‘ll:eml:lat}:fe' Herefthe Asiatics

[TRY t ion eir day. consists of a lo ite
5 chmpz:’t various tem(;.eyntures, in which the vnrio::f .|‘>“ro-
¢esses of the elaborate ceremony are performed.

Note 12.—Page 57.

We are the watckers of the moon.

The Feast of the New Moon is one of the most important festi-
vals of the Hebrews. ¢ Our year,” says the learned auathor of the
¢ Rites and Ceremonies,’ ¢‘is divided into twelve lunar months,
some of which consist of twenty-nine, others of thir:i days, which
difference is oceasioned by the various appearance of the new moon,
in point of time: for if it appeared on the 30th day, the 29th was
the last day of the precedent month ; but if it did not appear till the
31st day, the 30th was the last day, and the S1st the first of the sube
sequent month ; and that was an intercalary moen, of all which
take the following account.

% Qur nation heretofore, not only observing the rules of some
fixed calculation, also celebrated the Feast of the New Moon, ac-
cording to the phasis, or first appearance of the moon, which was
done in compliance with -God’s command, as our received traditions
inform us.

¢« Hence it came to pass that the first appearance was not to be
determined only by rules of art, but also by the testimony of such

rsons as deposed before the sanhedrim, or great senate, that they

d seen the new moon. So a committee of three were appointed
from among the said sanhedrim to receive the deposition of the
parties aforesaid, who, after having calculated what time the moon
might possibly appear, despatched some personsinto high and moun-
tainous places, to observe and give their evidence accordingly, con-
cerning the first appearance of the moon.

¢: As soon as the new moon was either consecrated, or appointed
to be observed, notice was given by the sanhedrim to the rest of the
nation, what day had been fixed for the new moon, or first day of the
month, because that was to be the rule and measure, according to
which they were obliged to keep their feasts and fasts in every
month respectively. .

« This notice was given to them in time of peace, dy firing of
beacona, sct up for purpose, (which was looked upon as the
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readiest way of communication), but in time of war, when all places
were full of enemies, who made use of beacons to amuse our nation
with, it was thought fit to discontinue it.”

Note 13.—Page 89,

The women chatted at the fountain.
The bath and the fountain are the favourite scenes of feminine
conversation.

Nots 14—Page 90.

Playing chess.

On the walls of the palace ot*Amenoph the Second, ecalled Me-
deenet Abuh, at Egyptian Thebes, the king is represented pl%i;-g
chess with the queen. This monarch reigned long before the
jan war.

NoTz 15.—Page 97.

Impaled.

A friend of mine witnessed this horrible punishment in Upper
Egypt. The victim was & man who had secretly murdered nice
persons. He held an official post, and invited travellers and pil-

ims to his house, whom he arly disposed of and plandered.

regret that I have mislaid his MS. account of the ceremony.

Notz 16.—Page 194.

In the Germen Davidis of Ganz, translated into Latin by Vorstius,
Lug. 1654, is an extract from a Hebrew MS, containing an aceount
of Alroy. 1 subjoin a passage respecting his death for the learned
reader. ¢ Scribit K. Maimonides, Sultanum interrogasse illum,
num_esset Messias, et dixisse, Sum, et quasivisse ab illo regem,
guodnam signum habes 2  Et respondisse, wt precideret caput, et s
in vitam reversurum. Tunc regem jussisse ut caput ejus amputa-
rent, et obiisse ; sed hoc illi dixisse, ne gravibus tormentis speum
enecaret.” .

¢ Septem annis ante decretum hoe, de quo supra locuti sumus,
habuerunt [sraelitee vehementes angustias propter virum Belial, qui
seipsum fecit Messiam ; et rex atque principes valde accensi suat
excag" scentia contra Judeos, ut dicerent, eos querere interitum

ni sui Messi® petitione. Maledicti hujus nomen vocatum fuit
David El-David aut Alroy ex urbe Omadia ; et erat ibi ectus mag-
nus, circiter mille familias divites, refertas, honestas et felices con-
tinens. Atque Ecclesia h®c erat principiam cetuum habitantium
circa fluvium Sabbathion, atque erant plus quam centum Eecclesie.
Erat hic initium regionis Mediwm, atque lingua eorum erat idiom
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n: inde autem usque ad regionem Golan est iter 50 dierum,
mb imperio Regis Persis, cui dant quotannis tributum a 15
ultra aureum unom. Vir autem hie David El-David studuit
rincipe captivitatis Chasdai et coram excellente Scholarcha
Bagdad, qui eximius erat sapiens in Thalmude et omnibus
Exoticis, atque in omnibus libris divinstorum, magorum et
rum. Hic vero David El-David ex audacia et tia
1i elevavit manum contra regem, et collegit Judos habi-
moote Chophtan, et seduxit eos, ut exirent in preelium cum
gentibus.  Ostendit iis signa ; sed ignorabant quanam vir-
ant enim homines, qui asserebant istud per modum magie
igiationis fieri, alii dicebant, potentiam ejus magnam esse
manum Dei. Qui consortium ejus veniebant, voeabant eum
1, eumque laudabant et extollebant. -
L - - -
egno Persiz alio qoudam tempore surrexit vir quidam Ju-
leig:um fecit Messiam, atque valde proapere egit; et nu-
ex lsraele ad illum confluxit populus. Cum vero audiret
em ejus potentiam, atque propositum ejus esse descendere
1m cum ipso, misit ad Judmos congregatos in regione sus,
ixit : Nisi egerint cum hocoe viro, ut e medio tollatur, certo
e eos omnes gladio interempturum, et uno die infantes ac
deleturum. "Tunc congregatus est totus populus lsraelis
‘que contendit ad virum illum, ceciditque coram illo in ter-
‘hementer supplicatus est, clamavit atque ploravit, ut reve-
avia sua: et cur seipsum et omnes afflictos conjiceret in
m ; jam enim regem jurasse se immissurum eis gladium, et
» posset intueri afflictionem omnium ccetuum Persie. Re
eni servatum vos, et non vultis. Quem metuistia 2 Quis-
am me consistet 2 Et quid aget rex Persis, ut non reformidet
adium meum 2 Interrogarunt eum, quodnam signum haberet
et Messias. Respondit, QUIA FELICITER REM GERERET, NE-
8SIAM OPUS HABERE ALIO 8I6N0. Responderunt multos
' egisse, neque prospera usos fuisse fortuna ; tune rejecit
ie sua cum superba indignatione.”

END OF ALROY.
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RISE OF ISKANDER.

L

Tax sun had set behind the mountains, and the rich
plain of Athens was suffused with the violet glow
of a Grecian eve. A light breeze rose ; the olive
groves awoke from their noonday trance, and rust-
led with returning animation, and the pennons of
the Turkish squadron, that lay at anchor in the har-
bour of Pirzus, twinkled in the lively air. From
one gate of the city the women came forth in pro-
cession to the fountain ; from another, a band of
sumptuous horsemen sallied out, and threw their
wanton javelins in the invigorating sky, as they
galloped over the plain. The voice of birds, the
buzz of beauteous insects, the breath of beauteous
flowers, the quivering note of the nightingale, the
pittering call of the grasshopper, and the perfume
of the violet, shrinking from the embrace of the
twilight breeze, filled the purple air with music and
with odour.

A solitary being stood upon the towering crag of
the Acropolis, amid the ruins of the temple of
Minerva, and gazed upon the inspiring scene.
Around him rose the matchless memorials of an-

Vor. IL.—-M
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tique art; immortal columns whose symmetry baffles
modern proportion, serene Caryatides, bearing with
greater grace a graceful burthen, carvings of delicate
precision, and friezes breathing with heroic life.
Apparently the stranger, though habited as a Mos-
lemin, was not insensible to the genius of the lo-
cality, nor indeed would his form and countenance
have misbecome a contemporary of Pericles and
Phidias. In the prime of life, and far above the
common stature, but with a frame, the muscular
power of which was even exceeded by its almost
ideal symmetry, his high white forehead, his
straight profile, his oval countenance, and his curl-
ing lip, exhibited the same visage that had inspired
the sculptor of the surrounding demigods.

The dress of the stranger, although gorgeous,
was, however, certainly not classic. A crimson
shawl was wound round his head, and glittered with
a trembling aigrette of diamonds. His vest, which
set tight to his form, was of green velvet, richly
embroidered with gold and pearls. Over this he
wore a very light jacket of crimson velvet, equally
embroidered, and lined with sable. He wore also
the full white camese common among the Albani-
ans ; and while his feet were protected by sandals,
the lower part of his legs was guarded by greaves
of embroidered green velvet. From a broad belt
of scarlet leather peeped forth the jewelled hilts of
a variety of daggers, and by his side was an enor-
_mous scimetar, in a scabbard of chased silver.

" The stranger gazed upon the wide prospect be-
fore him with an air of pensive abstraction.
¢¢ Beautiful Greece,”” he exclaimed, ¢ thou art still
my country. A mournful lot is mine, a strange and
mournful lot, yet not uncheered by hope. I am at
least a warrior ; and this arm, though trained to
war against thee, will not well forget, in the quick
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hour of battle, the blood that flows within it.
Themistocles saved Greece and died a satrap : Iam
bred one—let me reverse our lots, and die at least
a patriot.”

At this moment the evening hymn to the Virgin
arose from a neighbouring convent. The stranger
started as the sacred melody floated towards him,
and taking a small golden cross from his heart, he
kissed it with devotion, and then descending the
steep of the citadel, entered the city.

He proceeded along the narrow winding streets
of Athens until he at length arrived in front of a
marble palace, in the construction of which the
architect had certainly not consulted the surround-
ing models which time had spared to him, but
which, however it might have offended a classic
taste, presented altogether a magnificent appearance.
Half-a-dozen guards, whose shields and helmets
somewhat oddly contrasted with two pieces of can-
non, one of which was ostentaticusly placed on
each side of the portal, and which had been present-
ed to the prince of Athens by the republic of Ven-
ice, lounged before the entrance, and paid their
military homage to the stranger as he passed
them. He passed them and entered a large quad-
rangular garden, surrounded by arcades, supported
by a considerable number of thin, low pillars, of
barbarous workmanship and various-coloured mar-
bles. In the midst of the garden rose a fountain,
whence the bubbling waters flowed in artificial
channels through vistas of orange and lemon trees.
By the side of the fountain, on a luxurious couch,
his eyes fixed upon a richly-illuminated volume,
reposed Niczus, the youthful prince of Athens.

- ¢¢ Ah! is it you ?*’ said the prince, looking up
with a smile, as the stranger advanced. ¢ You have
arrived just in time to remind me that we must do
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something more than read the Perse—we must
act it.”

¢¢ My dear Niceeus,” replied the stranger, “I
have arrived only to bid you farewell.”’

¢t Farewell!”” exclaimed the prinee in a tone of
surprise and sorrow, and he rose from the couch.
¢« Why! what is this ?”’

¢<It is too true,” said the stranger, and he led the
way down one of the walks. ¢¢Events have occur-
red which entirely baffle all our plans and prospects,
and placed me in a position as difficult as it is har-
rowing. Hunniades has suddenly crossed the
Danube in great force, and carried every thing be-
fore him. I am ordered to proceed to Albania in-
stantly, and to repair to the camp at the head of
the Epirots.”

¢¢ Indeed!”’ said Niczus, with a thoughtful air.
¢ My letters did not prepare me for this. ’Tis
sudden! Is Amurath himself in the field ?”’

¢¢ No; Karam Bey commands. Ihave accounted
for my delay to the sultan by pretended difficulties
in our treaty, and have held out the prospect of a
large tribute.”

« When we are plotting that that tribute should
be paid no longer!’’ added Niczus with a smile.

¢«¢ Alas! my dear friend,” replied the Turkish
commander, ¢‘my situation has now become critical.
Hitherto my services for the Moslemin have been
confined to acting against nations of their own faith.
I am now suddenly summoned to combat against
my secret creed, and the best allies of what I must
yet call my secret country. The movement, it ap-
pears to me, must be made now or never, and I can-
not conceal from myself, that it never could have
been prosecuted under less auspicious circum-
stances.”

¢¢ What, you desponding!”’ exclaimed Niczus,
¢¢ then I must despair. Your sanguine temper has

I
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alone supported me throughout all our dangerous
hopes.”’

¢ And Alschylus ?” said the stranger smiling.

“ And Alschylus, certainly,” replied Nicaeus;
but I have lived to find even Aschylus insipid.
Ipant for action.” '

¢ It may be nearer than we can foresee,” replied
the stranger. ¢ There is a God who fashions all
things He will not desert a righteous cause. He
knoweth that my thoughts are as pure as my situ-
ation is difficult. I have some dim ideas still brood-
ing in my mind, but we will not discuss them now.
[mustaway, dear prince. The breeze serves fairly.
Have you ever seen Hunniades ?”

¢¢ I was educated at the court of Transylvania,”’
replied Niczus, looking down with a somewhat
:mbarrassed air. ¢ He is a famous knight, Chris-
'endom’s chief bulwark.”

The Turkish commander sighed. ¢¢ When we
neet again,” he said, ¢ may we meet with brighter
1opes and -more buoyant spirits. At present, I
nust, indeed, say farewell.””

¢¢ The prince turned with a dejected countenance,
.nd pressed his companion to his heart. ¢« °Tis a
ad end,” said he, ¢ to all our happy hours and
ofty plans.””

¢ You are as yet too young to quarrel with for-
une,” replied the stranger, ¢¢ and, for myself, I
iave not yet settled my accounts with her. How-
ver, for the present, farewell, dear Niceus!”

¢¢ Farewell,” replied the prince of Athens,
¢ Farewell, dear Iskander!”
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II.

Iskander was the youngest son of the prince of
Epirus, who, with the other Grecian princes, had,
at the commencement of the reign of Amurah the
second, in vain resisted the progress of the Turk-
isharms in Europe. The prince of Epirus had ob-
tained peace by yielding his four sons as hostages
to the Turkish sovereign, who engaged that they
should be educated in all the accomplishments of
their rank, and with a due deference to their faith.
On the death of the prince of Epirus, however,
Amurath could not resist the opportunity that then
offered itself of adding to his empire the rich prin-
cipality he had long coveted. A Turkish force in-
stantly marched into Epirus, and seized upon Crois,
the capital city, and the children of its late ruler
were doomed to death. The beauty, talents, and
valour of the youngest son, saved him, however,
from the fateof his poisoned brothers. Iskander was
educated at Adrianople, in the Moslemin faith, and
as he, at a very early age, excelled in feats of arms
all the Moslemin warriors, he became a prime fa-
vourite of the sultan, and speedily rose in his service
to the highest rank.

At this period the irresistible progress of the
Turkish arms was the subject of alarm throughout
all Christendom.

Constantinople, then the capital of the Greek em-
pire, had already been more than once besieged by
the predecessors of Amurah, and had only been
preserved by fortunate accidents and humiliating
terms. The despots of Bosnia, Servia and Bulga-
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ria, and the Grecian princes of Atolia, Macedon,
Epirus, Athens, Phocis, Beeotia, and indeed of all
the regions to the straits of Corinth, were tribu-
taries to Amurath, and the rest of Europe was only
preserved from his grasp by the valour of the Hun-
farians and the Poles, whom a fortunate alliance
ad now united under the sovereignty of Uladislaus,
who, incited by the pious eloquence of the cardinal
of St Angelo, the legate of the pope, and, yielding
to the tears and supplications of the despot of Ser-
via, had, at the time our story opens, quitted Buda,
at the head of an immense army, crossed the Dan-
ube, and joining his valiant viceroy, the famous
John Hunniades, vaivode of Translyvania, defeated
the Turks with great slaughter, relieved all Bulga-
ria, and pushed on to the base of mount Hemus,
known in modern times as the celebrated Balkan.
Here the Turkish general, Karam Bey, awaited the
Christians, and hither to his assistance was Iskander
commanded to repair at the head of a body of Janis-
saries, who had accompanied him to Greece, and
the tributary Epirots.
Had Iskander been influenced by vulgar ambi-
tion, his loftiest desires might have been fully
ratified by the career which Amurath projected
%or him. The Turkish sultan destined for the Gre-
cian prince the hand of one of his daughters, and
the principal command of his armies. He lavished
upon him the highest dignities and boundless
wealth; and, whether it arose from a feeling of re-
morse, or of affection for a warrior, whose unex-
ampled valour and unrivalled skill had already
added some of the finest provinces of Asia to his
rule, it is certain that Iskander might have exer-
cised over Amurath a far greater degree of influ-
ence than was enjoyed by any other of his cour-
tiers. But the heart of Iskander responded with
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no sympathy to these flattering favours. His
Turkish education could never eradicate from his
memory the consciousness that he was a Greek;
and although he was brought up in the Moslemin
faith, he had, at an early period of his career, se-
cretly recurred to the creed of his Christian fathers.
He beheld in Amurath the murderer of his dearest |
kinsmen, and the oppressor of his country; and |
although a certain calmness of temper, and cool-
ness of judgment, which very early developed
themselves In his character, prevented him from
ever giving any indication of his secret feelings,
Iskander had long meditated on the exalted duty
of freeing his country. ,

Dispatched to Greece, to arrange the tributes |
and the treaties of the Grecian princes, Iskander
became acquainted with the young Niczeus; and
their acquaintance soon matured into friendship.
Niczus was inexperienced; but nature had not in-
tended him for action. The young prince of
Athens would loll by the side of a fountain, and
dream of the wonders of old days. Surrounded by
his eunuchs, his priests, and his courtiers, he en-
vied Leonidas, and would have emulated The-
mistocles. He was passionately devoted to the an-
cient literature of his country, and had the good
taste, rare at that time, to prefer Demosthenes and
Liysias to Chrysostom and Gregory, and the cho-
ruses of the Grecian theatre to the hymns of the
Greek church. The sustained energy and noble
simplicity of the character of 1skander, seemed to
recall to the young prince the classic heroes, over
whom he was so often musing, while the enthu-
siasm and fancy of Nicaeus, and all that apparent
weakness of will, and those quick vicissitudes of
emction, to which men of a fine susceptibility are
subject, equally engaged the sympathy of the more
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vigorous and constant and experienced mind of his
companion.

To Niceus, Iskander had, for the first time in
his life, confided much of his secret heart; and the
young prince fired at the inspiring tale. Often
they consulted over the fortunes of their country,
and, excited by their mutual invention, at length
even dared to hope that they might affect its de-
liverance, when Iskander was summoned to the
army. It was a mournful parting. Both of them
felt that the last few months of their lives had
owed many charms to their companionship. The
parting of friends, united by sympathetic tastes, is
always painful; and friends, unless their sympathy
subsist, had much better never meet. Iskander
stepped into the ship, sorrowful, but serene; Ni-
czus returned to his palace moody and fretful; lost
his temper with his courtiers, and, when he was
alone, even shed tears.

III.

Three weeks had elapsed since the parting of
Iskander and Niczus, when the former, at the
nead of ten thousand men, entered, by a circuitous
route, the defiles of Mount Hemus, and approach-
ed the Turkish camp, which had been pitched
upon a vast and elevated table-ground, commanded
on all sides by superior heights, which, however,
were fortified and well garrisoned by Janissaries.
The Epirots halted, and immediately prepared to
raise their tents, while their commander, attended
by a few of his officers, instantly proceeded to the
pavilion of Karam Bey.

The arrival of Iskander diffused great joy among
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the soldiery; and as he passed through the encamp-
ment, the exclamations of the Turkish warriors

announced how ready they were to be led to the [,

charge by a chieftain who had been ever success-
ful. A guard of honour, by the orders of Karam

Bey, advanced, to conduct Iskander to his pre- |

sence; and soon, entering the pavilion, the Grecian
prince exchanged courtesies with the Turkish ge-
neral. After the formal compliments had passed,
Karam Bey waved his hand, and the pavilion was

cleared, with the exception of Mousa, the chief |

secretary, and favourite of Karam. ¢¢You have
arrived in %ood time, Iskander, to assist in the de-
struction of the Christian dogs,”” said the Bey.
¢¢Flushed with their accursed success, they have
advanced too far. Twice they have .endeavoured
to penetrate the mountains; and each time they
have been forced to retire, with great loss. The
passages are well barricadoed with timber and huge
fragments of rock. The dogs have lost all heart,
and are sinking under the joint sufferings of hun-
ger and cold. Our scouts tell me they exhibit
symptoms of retreat. We must rush down from
the mountains, and annihilate them.?”’

¢¢ Is Hunniades here in person ?”’ inquired Is-
kander.

¢ He is here,” replied Karam, ¢ in person—the
dog of dogs! Come, Iskander, his head would be a
fine Ramadan present to Amurath. ’Tis a head
worth three tails, I guess ?”’

Mousa, the chief secretary, indulged in some
suppressed laughter at this joke. Iskander smiled.

¢ If they retreat we must assuredly attack them,”
observed Iskander, musingly. ¢ I have a persua-
sion that Hunniades and myself will soon meet.”

¢¢If there be truth in the prophet!’’ exclaimed
Karam, ¢ I bave no doubt of it. Hunniades is
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reserved for you, Bey. We shall hold up our
heads at court yet, Iskander. You have had letters
lately ?” '

¢¢ Some slight words.”

¢ No mention of us, of course ?”’

¢¢ Nothing, except some passing praise of your
valour and discretion.”

¢« We do our best, we do our best. Will Isa
Bey have Atolia, think you ?”

¢¢ I have no thoughts. Our royal father will not
forget his children, and Isa Bey is a most valiant
chieftain.”’

¢¢ You heard not that he was coming here ?’’ in-
quired Karam.

¢¢ Have you ?”’ responded the cautious Iskander.

¢¢ A rumour, a rumour,’’ replied Karam. ¢« He
is at Adrianople, think you ?”?

¢¢ It may be so: 1 am, you know, from Athens.”

¢ True, true. We shall beat them, Iskander,
we shall beat them.”’ .

¢« For myself, I feel sanguine,”” replied the
prince, and he arose to retire. ¢ I must at present
to my men. We must ascertain more accurately
the movements of the Christians before we decide
on our own. I am inclined myself to reconnoitre
them. How far may it be ?”’

¢¢ There is not room to form our array between
them and the mountains,’’ replied Karam.

«Tis well. Success attend the true believers!
By to-morrow’s dawn we shall know more.”’

1v.

Iskander returned to his men. Night was com-
ing on. Fires and lights blazed and sparkled in
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every direction. The air was clear but very cold. |

He entered his tent, and mufiling himself up in his fc

pelisse of sables, he mounted his horse, and de-

clining any attendance, rode for some little dis- |
tance, until he had escaped from the precincts of Jie

the camp. Then he turned his horse towards one
of the wildest passes of the mountain, and gallop-
ing at great speed, never stopped until he ha
gained a considerable ascent. The track became
steep and rugged. The masses of loose stone ren-
dered his progress slow; but his Anatolian charger
still bore him at intervals bravely, and in three
hours’ time he had gained the summit of Mount
Hemus. A brilliant moon flooded the broad
Elains of Bulgaria with shadowy light. At the
ase of the mountainous range, the red watch-fires

denoted the situation of the Christian camp.

Iskander proceeded down the descent with an
audacious rapidity; but his charger was thorough-
bred, and his moments were golden. Ere mid-
night, he had reached the outposts of the enemy,
and was challenged by a sentinel.

¢¢ Who goes there ?”’

¢¢ A friend to Christendom.”

¢¢ The word ?”’

¢¢I have it not—nay, calmly. Iam alone, butl
am not unarmed. I do not know the word. I
come from a far country, and bear important
tidings to the great Hunniades; conduct me to
that chief.”

¢ May I be crucified if I will,” responded the
sentinel, « before I know who and what you are.
Come, keep off, unless you wish to try the effect
of a Polish lance,” continued the sentinel; < tis
something, I assure you, not less awkward than
your Greek fire, if Greek indeed you be.”’

¢ My friend, you are a fool,”” said Iskander,
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“ but time is too precious to argue any longer.”’
So saying, the Turkish commander dismounted,
and taking up the brawny sentinel in his arms
with the greatest ease, threw him over his shoul-
der, and threatening the astounded soldier with
instant death if he struggled, covered him with
his pelisse, and entered the camp.

hey approached a watch-fire, around which
several soldiers were warming themselves.

¢ Who goes there?” inquired a second sentinel.

¢¢ A friend to Christendom,’’ answered Iskan-
der. :

¢¢ The word ?”’

Iskander hesitated.

¢ The word, or I’ll let fly,”” said the sentinel,
elevating his cross bow.

¢¢ ¢ The Bridge of Buda,’ >’ instantly replied the
terrified prisoner beneath the pelisse of Iskander.

¢ Why did not you answer before, then ?*’ said
one of the guards. '

¢ And w%ny do you mock us by changing your
voice?”’ said another. ¢ Come, get on with you,
and no more jokes.”

Iskander proceeded through a street of tents, in
some of which were lights, %ut all of which were
silent. At length he met the esquire of a Polish
knight returning from a convivial meeting, not a
little elevated. ‘

¢¢ Who are you ?”” inquired Iskander.

¢¢ I am an esquire,” replied the gentleman.

¢ A shrewd man, I doubt not, who would make
his fortune,” replied Iskander. ¢¢ You must know
great things have happened. Being on guard, I
1ave taken a prisoner, who has deep secrets to di-
rulge to the lord Hunniades. Thither, to his pavi-
ion, I am now bearing him. But he is a stout bar-
arian, and almost too much for me. Assist mein

Vor. II. N
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ing him to the pavilion of Hunniades, and you |:

shall have all the reward and half the fame.”

¢¢ You area very civil spoken {oung gentleman,”

said the esquire. ¢¢ I think I know your voice, |3
Your name, if I mistake not, is Leckinski ?”

¢« A relative. We had a. common.-ancestor.” |’

¢« I thought so. I know the Leekinskies-ever |
by their voice. I am free to help you on:the terms
you mention—all the reward and half the fame.
"Tis a strong barbarianism, is it ? We cannot cut
its throat, or it will not divulge. All the reward
and half the fame! I will be a knight to-morrow.
It seems a sort of fish, and has a smell.””

The esquire seized the shoulders of the prisoner,
who would have spoken had he not been terrified
by the threats of Iskander, who carrying the legs
o{ the sentinel, allowed the Polish gentleman to
lead the way to the pavilion of Hunniades, Thither |5
they soon arrived ; and Iskander, dropping his bur-
then, and leaving the prisoner without to the charge
of his assistant, entered the pavilion of the genersl
of the Hungarians. ) -

He was stopped in a small outer apartment by an
officer, who inquired his purpose, and to whom he
repeated his desire to see the Hungarian :leader,
without loss of time, on important business. - The
officer hesitated ; but, summoning several ds,
left Iskander in their custody, and stepping behind
a curtain, disappeared. Iskander heard voices, but
could distinguish no words. Soon the officer re-
turned, and, ordering the guards to disarm and
search Iskander, directed the Grecian prince to fol-
low him. Drawing aside the curtain,jIskander and
his attendant entered a low apartment of consider-
able size. It was hung with skins. A variety of
armour and dresses were piled on couches, A mid-
dle-aged man, of majestic appearance, muffied up
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lina pelisse of furs, with long chestnut hair, and 2
cap of crimson velvet and ermine, was walking up
and down the apartment,and dictating some instruc-

" tions to a person who was kneeling on the ground,
and writing by the bright flame of a brazen lamp.
The bright flame of the brazen lamp fell full upon
the face of the secretary. . Iskander beheld a most
beautiful woman.

She looked up as Iskander entered. Her large
dark eyes glanced through his soul. Her raven
hair descended to her shoulders in many curls on
€ach side of her face, and was braided with strings
of immense pearls. * A broad cap of white fox-skin
crowned her whiter forehead. Her features were
very small, but sharply moulded, and a delicate tint
gave animation to her clear fair cheek. She looked
up as Iskander entered, with an airrather of curiosity
than embarrassment.

Hunniades stopped, and examined his visitor
with a. searching inquisition. ¢ Whence come
you ?2”’ inquired the Hungarian chieftain.

« From the Turkish camp,” was the answer.

¢ An envoy or a deserter ?”’

¢ Neither.””

“ What then.?”

«“ A convert.”

¢ Your name ?’*:

¢ Lord Hunniades,” said Iskander, ¢ that is for
your private ear. .1 am unarmed, and were I other-.
wise, the first knight of Christendom- can scarcely
fear. I am one inbirth and rank your equal; if
not in fame, at least, I trust, in honour. My time
is all-precious: I can scarcely stay here while my
horse breathes. Dismiss your attendant.’

Hunniades darted -a glance at his visitor which
would have baffled :a weaker brain, but Iskander
stood the serutiny calm and undisturbed. “ Go,
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Stanislaus,”’ said the vaivode to the officer. ¢¢This
lady, sir,” continued the chieftain, ¢is my daugh-
ter, and one from whom I have no secrets.”

Iskander bowed lowly as the officer disappeared.

¢« And now,”’ said Hunniades, ¢ to business.
Yaour purpose?”

« ] am a Grecian prince, and a compulsory ally
of the Moslemin. In a word, my purpose here i8
to arrange a plan by which we may effect at the
same time your triumph and my freedom.”

¢ To whom, then, have I the honour of speak-
ing ?”’ inquired Hunniades.

« My name, great Hunniades, is perhaps not
altogether unknown to you: they call me Is
kander.”

¢¢What, the right arm of Amurath, the con-
queror of Caramania, the flower of Turkish chi-
valry? Do I indeed  behold that matchless war-
rior ?*’ exclaimed Hunniades, and he held forth his
hand to his guest, and ungirding his own sword,
offered it to the prince. ¢«Iduna,’’ continued Hun-
niades, to his daughter, ¢ you at length behold
Iskander.” o

¢« My joy is great, sir,”” replied Iduna, ¢if I
indeed rightly understand that we may count the
prince Iskander a champion of the cross.*

Iskander took from his heart his golden crucifix
and kissed it before her. ¢ This has been my
companion and consolation for long years, lady,”
said Iskander; ¢¢you, perhaps, know my mournful
history, Hunniades. Hitherto my pretended so-
vereign has not required me to bare my scimetar
against my Christian brethren. That hour, how-
ever, has at length arrived, and it has decided me
to adopt a line of conduct long meditated. Karam
Bey, who is aware of your necessities, the moment

you commence your retreat, will attack you. I

~
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shall command - his left wing. In spite of his supe-
rior power and position, draw up in array, and
meet him with confidence.- -1 propose, at a con-~’
venient moment in the day, to withdraw my troops,
and with the Epirots hasten to my native country,
and at onee raise the standard of independence. It
is a bold measure, but- success is the child of au-
dacity. We must assist each other with mutual
diversions. Single-handed it is in vain for me to
commence a struggle, which, with all adventitious
advantages, will require the utmost exertion of
energy, skill, and patience. But if yourself and
the king Uladislaus occupy the armies of Amurath
in Bulgaria, I am not without hope of  ultimate
successy since:I have to inspire me all the most
urgent “interests of humanity, and combat, at the
same time, for.-my God, my country, and my law-
ful crown.” :

¢¢ Brave prince, I pledge you my troth,” said -
Hunniades, coming forward and seizing his hand;
¢and ‘while Iskander and Hunniades live, they
will never cease until théy have achieved their
great and holy end.” :

¢< It is a solemn compact,” said Iskander, ¢¢ more
sacred - than if registered by all the scribes of
Christeadom. Lady Iduna, your prayers!”

¢ They ‘are ever with the champions of the
cross,’’ replied the daughter of Hunniades. She
rose, the-large cloak in which she was enveloped
fell from her exquisite form. « Noble Iskander,
this rosary is from the holy sepulchre,”” continued
Iduna; ¢ wear it for the sake and memory of that
blessed Saviour, who died for our sins.’”

Iskander held forth his arm and touched her
delicate hand as he received the rosary, which,
pressing to his lips, he placed round his neck.

¢¢ Great: ‘Hunniades,” said the:Grecian prince,

N 2



150 THE RISE

¢1 must cross.the mountains before dawn. Let
me venture to entreat that we should hear to-mor-
row that the Christian camp is in retreat.”

¢¢ Let it be even s0,”’ said the Hungarian, after
some thought, ¢“and may to-morrow’s sun: bri
brighter days to Christendom.” And with these
words terminated the brief and extraordinary visit
of Iskander to the Christian general.

V.

The intelligence of the breaking up of the Chris-
tian camp, and the retreat of the Christian army,
soon reached the divan of Karam Bey, who im-
mediately summoned Iskander to consult on the
necessary operations. The chieftains agreed that
instant pursuit was indispensable, and soon the
savage Heemus poured forth from its green bosom
swarms of that light cavalry which was perhaps
even a more fatal arm of the Turkish power than
the famous Janissaries themselves. They hovered
on the rear of the retreating Christians, charged
the wavering, captured the unwary. It was m-
possible to resist their sudden and impetuous move-
ments, which rendered their escape as secure a8
their onset was overwhelming. Wearied at lenfh
by the repeated assaults, Hunniades, who, attended
by some chosen knights, had himself repaired to
the rear, gave orders for the army to halt and offer
battle.

Their pursuers instantly withdrew to a distance,
and gradually forming into two divisions, awai
the arrival of the advancing army of the Turks.
The Moslemin came forward in fierce array, and
with the sanguine courage inspired by expected
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triumph. Very conspicuous was Iskander bound-
ing in his crimson vest upon his ebon steed, and
waving his gleaming scimetar.

The Janissaries charged, calling upon Allah!

with an awful shout. The Christian knights, in-
voking the Christian saints, received the Turks at
the points of their lances. But many a noble lance
was shivered that morn, and many a bold rider
and worthy steed bit the dust of that field, borne
down by the irresistible numbers of their fierce
adversaries. Every where the balls and the ar-
rows whistled through the air, and sometimes an
Isolated shriek, heard amid the general clang, an-
nounced another victim to the fe%l and mysterious
agency of the Greek fire. :

Hunniades, while he performed all the feats of
an approved warrior, watched with anxiety the
disposition of the Turkish troops. Hitherto, from
the nature of their position, but a portion of both
armies had interfered in the contest, and as yet,
Iskander had kept aloof. But now, as the battle
each instant raged with more fury, and as it was
evident that ere long the main force of both armies
must be brought into collision, Hunniades, with a
terrible suspense, watched whether the Grecian
E:l;nce were willing, or even capable of executing

is plan. Without this fulfilment, the Christian
hero could not conceal from himself that the day
must be decided against the cross.

In the mean time Iskander marked the eourse
of events with not less eagerness than Hunniades.
Already Karam Bey had more than once sum-
moned him to bring the Epirots into action. He
assented; but an hour passed away without chang-
ing his position. At length, more from astonish-
ment than rage, the Turkish commander sent his
chief secretary Mousa himself to impress his wishes
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upon his colleague, and obtain some explanation.of
his views and conduct. Mousa found Iskander
surrounded by some of the principal Epirot nobles,
all mounted on horseback, and standing calmly
under a wide-spreading plane tree. The chief -
secretary of Karam Bey was too skilful a courtier
to permit -his countepance to express his feelings,
and he delivered himself of his mission rathers
if he had come to request advice, than to commu
nicate a reprimand. :

¢ Your master -is.a wise man, Mousa;’* replied
Iskander; ¢ but even Karam Bey may be-mistakem
He deems that a battle is not to. be won by loiter-
ing under a shidowy tree. Now!:I differ with
him, and I even mean to win this day by sucha
piece of truancy. . However, it may certainly now
be time for more active work. You smile en
couragement, good Mousa. . Giorgio, Demetrius
to your duty!> - : '

At these words, two stout Epirots advaneed: to
the unfortunate secretary, seized and bound: him,
and placed him on horseback before one of their
comrades.

¢¢ Now all who love their country follow me¥”
exclaimed Iskander. So saying, and at the head
of five thousand horsemen, Iskander quitted the
field at a rapid pace.

VL

With incredible celerity Iskander and his cavalry
dashed over the plains of Roumelia, and never
halted except for short and hurried intervals. of
rest and. repose, until they had entered the moun-
tainous borders of Epirus, and were within fifty
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miles of its capital, Croia. On the eve of entering
the kingdom of his fathers, Iskander ordered his
g;ards to produce the chief secretary of Karam

y. Exhausted with fatigue, vexation, and ter-
ror, the disconsolate Mousa was led forward.

¢¢ Cheer up, worthy Mousa!”’ said Iskander,
lying his length on the green turf. ¢ We have
had a sharp ride; but I doubt not we shall soon
find ourselves, by the blessing of God, in good
quarters. There is a city at hand which they call
Croia, in which once, as the rumour runs, the son
of my father should not have had to go seek for an
entrance. No matter. Methinks, worthy Mousa,
thou art the only'man. in our society that can sign
thy name. Come now, write me an order signed
Karam Bey to the governor of this said city, for
its delivery up to the valiant champion of the cres-
cent, Iskander, and thou shalt ride in future at a
pace more suitable to a secretary.”’ :

The worthy Mousa humbled himself to the
ground, and then taking his writing materials from
his girdle, inscribed the desired order, and deli-
vered it to Iskander, who, glancing at the inscrip-
tion, pushed it into his vest.

1 shall proceed at once to Croia, with a few
friends,”” said Iskander; ¢ do you, my bold com-
panions, follow me this eve in various parties, and
by various routes. At dead of the second night,
collect in silence before the gates of Croia!”

Thus speaking, Iskander called for his now re-
freshed charger, and, accompanied by two hundred
horsemen, bade farewell for a brief period to his
troops, and soon having crossed the mountains,
descended into the fertile plains of Epirus.

. When the sun rose in the morning, Iskander
and his friends beheld at the further. end of the
plain a very fine city shining in the light. It was
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surrounded with lofty turretted walls flanked by
square towers, and was built upon a gentle emi-
nence, which gave it a very majestic appearance.
Behind it rose a lofty range of purple mountains
of very picturesque form, and the highest peaks
capped with snow. A noble lake, from which
troops of wild fowl occasionally rose, expanded
like a sheet of silver on one side of the city. The |
green breast of the contiguous hills sparkled with
white houses.

‘¢ Behold Croia!” exclaimed Iskander. ¢ Qur
old fathers cduld choose a site, comrades. We
shall see whether they expended their time .and
treasure for strangers, or their own seed.” So
saying, he spurred his horse, and with panting
hearts and smiling faces, Iskander and his company
had soon arrived in the vicinity of the city.

The city was surrounded by a beautiful region
of corn-fields and fruit trees. The road was arched
with the overhanging boughs. The birds chirped
on every spray. It was a blithe and merry morn.
Iskander plucked a bunch of olives as he cantered
along. . ¢ Dear friends,” he said, looking round
with an inspiring smile, ¢¢let us gather our first
harvest!”” And, thereupon, each putting forth his
rapid hand, seized, as he rushed by, the emblem
of possession, and following the example of his
leader, placed it in his cap.

They arrived at the gates of the eity, which was
strongly garrisoned; and Iskander, followed by
his train, galloped up the height of the citadel.
Alighting from his horse, he was ushered into the
divan of the governor, an ancient pacha, who re-
ceived the conqueror of Caramania with all the
respect that became so illustrious a champion of
the crescent. After the usual forms of ceremo-
nious hospitality, Iskander, with a courteous air,
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presented him the order for delivering up the
citadel; and the old pacha, resigning himself to the
loss of his post with oriental submission, instantly
delivered the keys of the citadel and town to
Iskander, and requested permission immediately
1 quit the late scene of his command.

&uitting the citadel, Iskander now proceeded
through the whole town, and in the afternoon re-
viewed the Turkish garrison in the great square.
As the late governor was very anxious to quit Croia
that very day, Iskander insisted on'a considerable
Portion of the garrison-accompanying himas a guard
of honour, and returning the next morning. The
rest he divided in-several quarters, and placed the
gates in charge of his own companions.

‘At midnight the Ebpirots, faithful to their orders,
arrived and united beneath the walls of the city, and
after interchanging the signalsagreed upon, the gates
were opened. A large body instantly marched and
secured the citadel. The rest, conducted by ap-
pointed leaders, surrounded the Turks in their
quarters. And suddenly, in the noon of night, in
that great city, arose a clang so dreadful that people
leapt up from their sleep and stared with stupor.
Instantly the terrace of every house blazed with
torches, and it became as light as day. Troops of
armed men were chargingdown the streets brandish-
ing their scimetars and yataghans, and exclaim-
ing, «The Cross, the Cross !”’—¢ Liberty !”’—
« Greece !”—«¢ Iskander and Epirus !’ The
townsmen recognized their countrymen by their
language and their dress.” The name of Iskander
acted ‘as a spell. They stopt not to inquire. A
magic sympathy at once persuaded -them that this
great man had, by the grace of heaven, recurred to
the creed and country of his fathers. And so every
townsman, seizing the nearest weapon, with a spirit
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of patriotic frenzy, rushed into the streets, crying
out ¢¢ The Cross, the cross ! Liberty ! Greece! Is-
kander and Epirus ! Ay ! even the women lost
all womanly fears, and stimulated instead of sooth-
ing the impulse of their masters. They feiched
them arms, they held the torches, they sent them
forth with vows and prayers and imprecations,
their children clinging to their robes, and repeat-

ing with enthusiasm, phrases which they could not

comprehend.

The Turks fought with the desperation of men
who feel that they are betrayed, and must be vic-
tims. The small and isolated bodies were soon
massacred, all with cold steel, for at this time, al-
though some of the terrible inventions of modern
warfare were introduced, their use was not general.
The citadel, indeed, was fortified with cannon; but
the greater part of the soldiery trusted to their
crooked swords, and their unerring javelins. The
main force of the Turkish garrison had been quar-
tered in an old palace of the archbishop, situate in
the middle of the city on a slightly rising and open
ground, a massy building of rustic stone. Here
the Turks, although surrounded, defended them-
selves desperately, using their cross-bows with ter-
rible effect ; and hither, the rest of the city being
now secured, Iskander himself prepared to achieve
its complete deliverance.

The Greeks had endeavoured to carry the prin-
cipal entrance of the palace by main force, but the
strength of the portal had resisted their utmost ex-
ertions, and the arrows of the besieged had at
length forced them to retire to a distance. Iskan-
der directed that two pieces of cannon should be
dragged down from the citadel, and then played
against theentrance. In the meantime, he ordered
immense piles of damp faggots to be lit before the
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building, the smoke of which prevented the be-
sieged from taking any aim. The ardour of the
people was so great, that the cannon were soon
served against the palace, and their effects were
speedily remarked. The massy portal shook; a
few blows of the battering ram, and it fell. The
Turks sallied forth, were received with a shower
of Greek fire, and driven in with agonizing yells.
Some endeavoured to escape from the windows,
and were speared or cut down; some appeared
wringing their hands in despair upon the terraced
roof. Suddenly the palace was announced to be
on fire. A tall white blueish flame darted up from
a cloud of smoke, and soon, as if by magic, the
whole back of the building was encompassed with
rising tongues of red and raging light. Amid a
Babel of shrieks, and shouts, and cheers, and
prayers, and curses, the roof of the palace fell in with
a crash, which produced amid the besiegers an awful
and momentary silence, but in an instant they
started from their strange inactivity, and rushing
forward, leapt into the smoking ruins, and at the
same time completed the massacre and achieved
their freedom.

VII.

At break of dawn Iskander sent couriers through-
out all Epirus, announcing the fall of Croia, and that
he had raised the standard of independence in his
ancient country. He also despatched a trusty mes-
senger to prince Niczus, at Athens, and to the great
Hunniades. The people were so excited through-
out all Epirus, at this great and unthought of intel-
ligence, that they simultaneously rose in all the

Vol. II—0 .
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open country, and massacred the Turks, and the
towns were only restrained in a forced submission
to Amurath, by the strong garrisons of the sultan.

Now Iskander was very anxious to effect the re-
moval of these garrisons without loss of time, in
order that if Amurath sent a great power against
him, as he expected, the invading army might have
nothing to rely upon but its own force, and that his
attention might not in any way be diverted from
effecting their overthrow. Therefore, as soon as his
troops had rested, and he had formed his new re-
cruits into some order, which, with their willing
spirits, did not demand many days, Iskander set
out from Croia, at the head of twelve thousand men,
and marched against the strong city of Petrells,
meeting in his way the remainder of the garrison
of Croia on their return, who surrendered them-
selves to him at discretion. Petrella was only one
day’s march from Croia, and when Iskander arrived
there he requested a conference with the governor,
and told his tale so well, representing the late over-
throw of the Turks by Hunniades, and the inca-
pacity of Amurath at present to relieve him, that
the Turkish commander agreed to deliver up the
place, and leave the country with his troops, par-
ticularly as the alternative of Iskander to these
easy terms was ever conquest without quarter.
And thus, by a happy mixture of audacity and
adroitness, the march of Iskander throughout Epi-
rus, was rather like a triumph than a campaign,
the Turkish garrisons imitating, without any ex-
ception, the conduct of their comrades at Petrella,
and dreading the fate of their comrades at the capi-
tal. In less than a month, Iskander returned to
Epirus, having delivered the whole country from
the Moslemin yoke.

Hitherto Iskander had heard nothing either of
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Hunniades or Niczus. He learnt therefore with
great interest as he passed through the gates of the
city that the prince of Athens had arrived at Croia
the preceding eve, and also that the messenger had
returned from the Hungarian camp. Amid the ac-
clamations of an enthusiastic people, Iskander once
more ascended the citadel of Croia. Niceeus re-
ceived him at the gate. Iskander sprang from his
horse, and embraced his friend. * Hand in hand,
and followed by their respective trains, they entered
the fortress palace. : : S

¢ My dear friend,” said Iskander, when they
were once more alone, ‘¢ you see we were right
oot to despair. Two months have scarcely elapsed
since we parted without a prospect, or with the
most gloomy one, and now we are in a fair way of
achieving all that we can desire. Epirus is free!”’

¢¢ I came to claim my share in its emancipation,”
said Niczeus with a smile, ¢¢ but Iskander is another
Ceesar!”’ :

“ You will have many opportunities yet, believe
me, Niczus, of proving your courage and your pa-
triotism,’’ replied Iskander, ¢ Amurath, will never
allow ‘this affair to pass over in this quiet manner.
I did not commence this struggle without a convic-
tion that it would demand all the energy and patience
of along life. I shall be rewarded if I leave freedom
as an heritage to my countrymen; but for the rest,
I feel that I bid farewell to every joy of life, except
the ennobling consciousness of performing a noble
duty. In the meantime, I understand a messenger
awaits e here from the great Hunniades. Unless
that shield of Christendom maintain himself in his
present position, our chance of ultimate security is
feeble. With his constant diversion in Bulgaria,
we may contrive here to struggle into success.
You sometimes laugh at my sanguine temper, Ni-
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ceeus. To say the truth, I am meore serene than
sanguine, and was never more conscious of the
strength of my opponent than now, when it appears
that I have beaten him. Hark! the people cheer.
1 love the people, Niczus, who are ever influenced
by genuine and generous feelings. They cheer as
if they had once more gained a country. Alas!
they little know what they must endure even at the
best. Nay! look not gloomy; we have done great
things, and will do more. Who waits without
there? Demetrius! Call the messenger from Lord
Hunniades.”

An Epirot bearing a silken packet was now in-
troduced, which he delivered to Iskander. Rever-
ently touching the hand of his chieftain, the mes-
senger then kissed his own and withdrew. Iskan-
der broke the seal, and drew forth a letter from the
silken cover.

« So! this is well!”” exclaimed the prince with

reat animation, as he threw his quick eye over the
etter. ¢ AsI hoped and deemed, a most complete
victory. Karam Bey himself a prisoner, baggage,
standards, great guns, treasure. Brave soldier of
the cross! (may I prove so)! Your perfectly devised
movement, (poh, poh)! Hah! what is this ?*’ ex-
claimed Iskander, turning pale; hislip quivered, his
eye looked dim. He walked to an arched window.
His companion, who supposed that he was reading,
did not disturb him.

¢¢ Poor, poor Hunniades!”’ at length exclaimed
Iskander, shaking his head.

¢ What of him ?”’ inquired Niczus quickly.

¢ The sharpest accident of war!’’ replied Iskan-
der. “lt quite clouds my spirit. We must forget
these things, we must forget. Epirus! he is not a
patriot who can spare a thought from thee. And
yet, so young, so beautiful, so gifted, so worthy of
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a hero!—when I saw her by her great father’s side,
sharing his toils, aiding his councils, supplying his
necessities, methought I gazed upon a ministering
angel !—upon—"".

¢¢ Stop, stop in mercy’s name, Iskander!’’ ex-
claimed Niczus in a very agitated tone. ¢¢ What
is all this? Surely no,—surely not-—surely
Iduna—!”’ ‘

«Tis she!”

¢¢ Dead ?”’ exclaimed Nicaus rushing up to his
companion, and seizing his arm.

¢« Worse, much worse!”’

¢¢ God of heaven!”’ exclaimed the young prince
with almost a frantic air.”> - Tell me all, tell me all!
This suspense fires my brain. Iskander, you know
not what this woman is to me—the sole object of my
being, the bane, the blessing of my life! Speak, dear
friend,.speak ! I beseech you! where is duna ?”*

¢« A prisoner to the Turk.”’

¢¢ Iduna a prisoner to the Turk ! I’ll not be-
lieve it! Why do we wear swords? Where ’s
chivalry ? lduna, a prisoner to the Turk ! ’Tis
false. It cannot be. Iskander, you are a coward!
I am a coward! All are cowards! A prisoner to
- the Turk! Iduna! What, the rose of Christendom!
has it been plucked by such a turbaned dog as Amu-
rath ? Farewell, Epirus! Farewell, classic Athens!
Farewell, bright fields of Greece, and dreams that
made them brighter! The sun of all my joy and
hope is set, and set for ever!”’

So saying, Niczus, tearing his hair and garments,
flung himself upon the floor, and hid his face in his
robes. :

Iskander paced the room with a troubled step and
thoughtful brow. After some minutes he leant
down by the prince of Athens, and endeavoured to
console him.
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¢¢ It is vain, Iskander, it is in vain,’’ said Niczus.
« I wish to die.” .

¢« Were I a favoured lover, in such a situation,”
replied Iskander, ¢I should scarcely consider
death my duty, unless the sacrifice of myself pre-
served my mistress.”’

« Hah ! exclaimed Nicaus, starting from the
ground. ¢¢ Do you conceive then, the possibility
of rescuing her ?”’

¢« If she live, she is a prisoner in the seraglio at
Adrianople. You are as good a judge as myself
of the prospect that awaits your exertions. It is,
without doubt, a difficult adventure, but such, me-
thinks, as a Christian knight should scarcely shun.”

¢¢ To horse,” exclaimed Niczus, ¢to horse——
and yet what can I do? Were she in any other
place but the capital I might rescue her by force,
but in the heart of their empire—it is impossible.
‘Is there no ransom that can tempt the Turk ? My
principality would rise in the balance beside this
Jjewel.”?

¢ That were scarcely wise, and certainly not
just,” replied Iskander; ¢¢but ransom will be of
no avail. Hunniades has already offered to restore-
Karam Bey, and all the prisoners of rank, and the
chief trophies, and Amurath has refused to listen
to any terms. The truth ‘is; Iduna has found fa-
vour in the eyes of his son, the young Mahomed.”

¢«¢ Holy Virgin ! hast thou no pity on this Chris-
tian maid ?”’ exclaimed Nicsus. ¢ The young
Mahomed ! Shall this licentious infidel—ah ! Is-
kander, dear, dear Iskander, you who have so:
much wisdom, and so much courage ; you who
can devise all things, and dare all things ; help me,
help me ; on my knees 1 do beseech you, take up
this erying cause of foul oppression, and for the
sake of all you love and reverence—your creed,
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your country, and perchance your friend, let your
great genius, like some solemn angel, haste to the
rescue of the sweet Iduna, and save her, save her!”

¢ Some thoughts like these were rising in my
mind when first I spoke,” replied Iskander. ¢This
is a better cue, far more beseeming princes than
boyish tears, and all the outward misery of wo, a
tattered garment and dishevelled locks. Come,
Nicaus, we have to struggle with a mighty for-
tune. Let us be firm as fate itself.”

VIIL

Immediately after his interview with Niczus,
Iskander summoned some of the chief citizens of
Croia to the citadel, and submitting to them his
arrangements for the administration of Epirus, an-
nounced the necessity of his instant departure for
a short interval ; and the same evening, ere the
moon had risen, himself and the prince of Athens
quitted the city, and proceeded in the direction of
Adrianople. They travelled with great rapidity
until they reached a small town upon the frontiers;
where they halted’ for one day. Here, in the
bazaar, Iskander purchased for himself the dress
of an Armenian physician. In his long dark robes;
and large round cap of black wool, his face and
hands stained, and his beard and mustachios shaven,
it seemed impossible that he could be recogniz-
ed. Niceeus was habited as his page, in a dress
of coarse red cloth, setting tight to his form,
with a red cap, with a long blue tassel. He
carried a large bag containing drugs, some surgical
instruments, and a few books. - In this guise, as
soon as the gates were open on the morrow, Iskan-~
_der, mounted on a very small mule, and Niczus on
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a very large donkey, the two princes commenced
the pass of the mountainous range, an arm of the
Balkan which divided Epirus from Roumelia.

« 1 broke the wind of the finest charger in all
Asia when I last ascended these mountains,” said
Iskander ; ¢ I hope this day’s journey may be ac-
cepted as a sort of atonement.”’

¢« Faith ! there is little doubt I am the best
mounted of the two,”’ said Niceus. << However,
I hope we shall return at a sharper pace.”

¢¢How came it, my Niceeus,”” said Iskander,
¢¢that you never mentioned to me the name of
Iduna when we were at Athens? I little supposed
when I made my sudden visit to Hunniades, that

«I was about to appeal to so fair a host. Sheisa
rarely gifted lady.”

I knew of her being at the camp as little as
yourself,”’ replied the prince of Athens, ¢ and for
the rest, the truth is, Iskander, there are some
slight crosses in our loves which time, I hope, will
fashion rightly.” So saying, Nicaus pricked on
his donkey, and flung his stick at a bird which was
perched on the branch of a tree. Iskander did not
resume a topic to which his companion seemed
disinclined. Their journey was tedious. Towards
nightfall they reached the summit of the usual
track ; and as the descent was difficult, they were
obliged to rest until day-break.

On the morrow they had a magnificent view of
the rich plains of Roumelia, and in the extreme
distance, the great city of Adrianople, its cupolas
and minarets blazing and sparkling in the sun.
This glorious prospect at once revived all their
energies. It seemed that the moment of peril and
of fate had arrived. They pricked on their sorry
steeds ; and on the morning of the next day, pre-
sented themselves at the gates of the city. The
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thorough knowledge which Iskander possessed of
the Turkish character, obtained them an entrance,
which was at one time almost doubtful, from the
irritability and impatience of Niceeus.  They re-
paired to a caravansera of good repute in the neigh-
bourhood of the seraglio ; and having engaged their
rooms, the Armenian physician, attended by his
page, visited several of the neighbouring coffee-
houses, announcing, at the same time, his arrival,
his profession, and his skill.

As Iskander felt pulses, examined tongues, and
distributed drugs and charms, he listened with in-
terest and amusement to the conversation of which
he himself was often the hero. He found that the
Turks had not yet recovered from their consterna-
tion at his audacity and success. They were still
wondering, and if possible more astounded than in-
dignant. The politicians of the coffee-houses,
chiefly consisting of Janissaries, were loud in their
murmurs. The popularity of Amurath had vanish-
ed before the triumph of Hunniades, and the rise
of Iskander.

¢ But Allah has in some instances favoured the
faithful,”” remarked Iskander ; ¢¢I heard in my
travels of your having captured a great princess of
the giaours ?”’

¢¢God is great !”’ said an elderly Turk with a
long white beard.  ¢¢ The hakim congratulates the
faithful because they have taken a woman!”’

¢¢ Not so, merely,”” replied Iskander ; ¢¢ I heard
the woman was a princess. If so, the people of
Franguestan will pay any ransom for their great
women ; and, by giving up this fair giaour, you
may free many of the faithful.”

¢¢ Mashallah !>’ said another ancient Turk, sip-
ping his coffee. ¢ The hakim speaks wisely.”

¢May I murder my mother !”” exclaimed a
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young Janissary, with great indignation. ¢ But
this is the very thing that makes me wild against .
Amurath. Is not this princess a daughter of that
accursed giaour, that dog of dogs, Hunniades ? and
has he not offered for her ransomn our brave Karam
Bey himself, and his chosen warriors? and has
not Amurath said nay ? And why has .he said
nay ? Because his son, the prince Mahomed, in-
stead of fighting against the giaours, has looked
upen one of their women, and has become a Mej-
noun. Pah! May I murder my mother,—but
if the giaours were in full march to the city, I’d
not fight. And let him tell this to the cadi who
dares ; for there are ten thousand of us, and we
have sworn by the kettle—but we will not fight for
giaours, or those who love giaours !” .

¢¢If you mean me, Ali, about going to the cadi,”
said the chief eunuch of Mahomed, who was stand-
ing by, ¢¢let me tell you I am no tale-bearer, and
scorn to do an unmanly act. The young prince
can beat the giaours without the aid of those who
are noisy enough in a coffee-house, when they are
quiet enough in the field. And, for the rest of the
business, you may all ease your hearts ; for the
frangy princess you talk of, is pining away, and
will soon die. The sultan has offered a hundred
purses of gold to any one who cures her ; but the
gold will never be counted by the Hasnadar, orl
will double it.”’

¢ Try your fortune, hakim,’’ said several laugh-
ing loungers to Iskander.

¢ Allah has stricken the frangy princess,”’ said
the old Turk with a white beard. :

¢“He will strike all giaours,”” said his ancient
-companion, sipping his coffee. ¢ ’Tis so writ-
ten.” :
“Well! I do not like to hear of women-slaves
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pining to death,’’ said the young Janissary, in a
ioftened tone, « particularly when they are young.
Amurath should have ransomed her, or he might
have given her to one of his officers, or any youn
fellow that had particularly distinguished himself.’
And so, twirling his mustachios, and flinging down
his piastre, the young Janissary strutted out of the
coffee-house.

¢ When we were young,” said the old Turk
with the white beard to his companion, shaking his
head, ¢ when we were young »

¢ We conquered Anatolia, and never opened our
mouths,”” rejoined his companion.

¢¢ I never offered an opinion till I was sixty,”
said the old Turk ; ¢¢and then it was one which
had been in our family for a century.”’

« No wonder Hunniades carries every thing be-
fore him,”” said his companion.

¢« And that accursed Iskander,’”’ said the old
man. :

The chief eunuch, finishing his vase of sherbet,
quved away. The Armenian physician followed"

im.

IX.

The chief eunuch turned into a burial-grbund,
through which a way led, by an avenue of cypress-
trees, to the quarter of the seraglio. The Arme-
ﬂ_ian physician, accompanied by his page, followe

im. .

«Noble sir!” said the Armenian physician ;
“may I trespass for a moment on your lordship’s
ittention ?”’

¢« Worthy hakim, is it you ?”> replied the chief



168 THE RISE

eunuch, turning round with an encouraging smile
of courteous condescension,—=¢ your pleasure ” ’
¢ I would speak to you of important matters,” |
said the physician. .
The eunuch carelessly seated himself on a rich- °
ly-carved tomb, and crossing his legs with an air .
of pleasant superiority, adjusted a fine emerad |
that sparkled on his finger, and bade the hakim ad- A
dress him without hesitation. E
¢¢ I am a physician,” said the Armenian. B
The eunuch nodded. :
¢¢ And I heard your lordship in the coffee-house |,
mention that the sultan, our sublime master, had |
offered a rich reward to any one who could effect
the cure of a favourite captive.”’ -
% No less a reward than one hundred pursesof}_
gold,”” remarked the eunuch. ¢ The rewardisf;
proportioned to the exigency of the case. Believe
me, worthy sir, it is desperate.” .
~ % With mortal means,” replied the Armenisn;{_
¢‘but I possess a talisman of magiecal influence, which
no disorder can resist. I would fain try its efi-
cacy.”
¢¢ This is not the first talisman that has been of-
fered us, worthy doctor,’ said the eunuch, smiling
incredulously.
¢ But the first that has been offered on thes
terms,”” said the Armenian. ¢ Let me cure the
captive, and of the one hundred purses, a moiety
shall belong to yourself. Ay! so confident am]
of success, that I deem it no hazard to commene
our contract by this surety.” And so saying, tht
Armenian took from his finger a gorgeous carbuncle,
and offered it to the eunuch. The worthy depend-
ant of the seraglio had a great taste in jewellery.
He examined the stone with admiration, and placed
it on his finger with complaceney. ¢ I require wh :
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inducements to promote the interests of science,
and the purposes of charity,’” said the'eunuch, with
a patronizing air. ¢ ’Tis assuredly a pretty stone,
and, as the memorial of an ingenious stranger,
whom I respect, I shall, with pleasure, retain it.
You were sayinF something about a talisman. Are
you serious ? I doubt not that there are means
which might obtain you the desired trial ; but the
prince Mahomed is as violent when displeased or
disappointed as munificent when gratified. Cure
this Christian captive, and we may certainly receive
the promised purses: fail, and your head will as
assuredly be flung into the seraglio moat, to say
nothing of my own.”

¢ Most noble sir!” said the physician; ¢ I am
willing to undertake the experiment on the terms
you mention. Rest assured that the patient, if
alive, must, with this remedy, speedily recover.
You mygvel! Believe me, had you witnessed the
cures -which it has already effected, you would only
wonder at its otherwise incredible influence.”

¢ You have the advantage,” replied the eunuch,
¢¢ of addressing a man who has seen something of
the world. I travel every year to Anatolia with
the prince Mahomed. Were I a narrow-minded
bigot, who had never been five miles from Adrian-
ople in the whole course of my life, I might indeed
be sceptical. But I am a patron of science, and
have heard of talismans. How much might this
ring weigh, think you ?”’

¢¢ I have heard it spoken of asa carbuncle of un-
common size,” replied the Armenian.

¢ Where did you say you lodged, hakim ?”’

¢¢ At the khan of Bedreddin.’

¢¢ A very proper dwellin? Well, we shalm.
Have you more jewels ? I might, perhapsp put
you in the way of parting with some at good prices.

Vor. II.—P
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The khan of Bedreddin is very conveniently situ-
ated. I may, perhaps, towards evening, taste your
coffee at the khan of Bedreddin, and we will talk
of this said talisman. Allah be with you, worthy
hakim!”> The eunuch nodded, not without en-
couragement, and went his way.

¢ Anxiety alone enabled me to keep my coun-
tenance,” said Niczus. ¢ A patron of science,
forsooth! Of all the insolent, shallow-brained, ra-
pacious coxcombs——’

¢ Hush, my friend!” said Iskander, with 2
smile. ¢ The chief eunuch of the heir apparent of
the Turkish empire is a far greater man than a
poor prince, or a proscribed rebel. This worthy
can do our business, and I trust will. He eclearly
bites, and a richer bait will, perhaps, secure him.
In the meantime, we must be patient, and remem-
ber whose destiny is at stake.”

X.

The chief eunuch did not keep the adventurous
companions long in supense; for before the muezzin
had announced the close of day from the minarets,
he had reached the khan of Bedreddin, and inquir-
ed for the Armenian physician.

¢« We have no time to lose,’’ said the eunuch to
Iskander.  ¢¢ Bring with you whatever you may
require, and follow me.”

he eunuch led the way, Iskander and Nicsus
maintaining a respectful distance. After proceed-
ing down several streets, they arrived at the burial-
ground, where they had conversed in the morning;
and when they had entered this more retired spot,
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the eunuch fell back, and addressed his com-
panion.

“ Now, worthy hakim,” he said, * if you de-
ceive me, I will never patronize a man of science
again. I found an opportunity of speaking to the
prince this afternoon of your talisman, and he has
taken from my representations such a faney for its
immediate proof, that I found it quite impossible to
postpone its trial even until to-morrow. I men-
tioned the terms. I told the prince your life was
the pledge. I said nothing of the moiety of the
reward, worthy hakim. "That is an affair between
ourselves. I trust to your honour, and I always
act thus with men of science.”

“ I shall not disgrace my profession or your con-
fidence, rest assured,” replied Iskander. ¢ Andam
I to see the captive to-night 7’

“ I doubt it not. Are you prepared ? We
might,, perhaps, gain a little time, if very neces-
fary.’

¢ By no means, sir; truth is ever prepared.”

Thus conversing, they passed through the burial-

ground, and approached some high, broad walls,
forming a terrace, and planted with young syca-
more-trees. The eunuch tapped, with his silver
stick, at a small gate, which opened, and admitted
them into a garden, full of large clumps of massy
shrubs. Through these a winding walk led for
Some way, and then conducted them to an open
lawn, on which was situate a vast and irregular
building. As they approached the pile, a young
man of very imperious aspect rushed forward from
a gate, and abruptly accosted Iskander.

¢¢ Are you the Armenian physician?”’ he in-

quired.

Iskander bowed assent.

¢¢ Have you got your talisman? You know the
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terms ? Cure this Christian girl and you shall name
your own reward; fail, and I shall claim your for-
feit head.”

¢ The terms are well understood, mighty prince,”
said Iskander, for the young man was no lessa
personage than the son of Amurath, and future
conqueror of Constantinople; ¢¢ but I am confident
there will be no necessity for the terror of Chris-
tendom claiming any other heads than those of his
enemies,”’

¢« Kaflis will conduct you at once to your pa-
tient,”’ said Mahomed. ¢ For myself, I cannot
rest until I know the result of your visit. I shall
wander about these gardens, and destroy the flow-
ers, which is the only pleasure now left me.”

Kaflis motioned to his companions to advance,
and they entered the seraglio.

At the end of a long gallery they came to a great
portal, which Kaflis opened, and Iskander and
Nicezus for a moment supposed that they had ar-
rived at the chief hall of the tower of Babel, but
they found the shrill din only proceeded from a
large company of women, who were employed in
distilling the rare atar of the jasmine flower. All
their voices ceased on the entrance of the strangers,
as if by a miracle; but when they had examined
them, and observed that it was only a physician
and his boy, their awe, or their surprise, disap-
peared; and they crowded round Iskander, some
holding out their wrists, others lolling out their
tongues, and some asking questions, which per-
plexed alike the skill and the modesty of the ad-
venturous dealer in magical medicine. The annoy-
ance, however, was not of great duration, for Kaflis
so belaboured their fair shoulders-with his official
baton, that they instantly retreated with precipita-
tion, uttering the most violent shrieks, and bestow-
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ing on the eunuch so many titles, that Iskander
and his page were quite astounded at the intuitive
knowledge which the imprisoned damsels possessed
of that vocabulary of abuse, which is in general
mastered only by the experience of active ex-
istence.

Quitting this chamber, the eunuch and his com-
panions ascended a lofty staircase. They halted, at
length, before a door. ¢¢This is the chamber of
the tower,”” said their guide, ¢‘and here we shall
find the fair captive.”” He knocked, the door was
opened by a female slave, and Iskander and Ni-
ceus, with an anxiety they could with difficulty
conceal, were ushered into a small but sumptuous
apartment. In the extremity was a recess covered
with a light gauzy curtain. The eunuch bidding
them keep in the back-ground, advanced, and cau-
tiously withdrawing the curtain slightly aside, ad-
dressed some words in a low voice to the inmate
of the recess. In a few minutes the eunuch beck-
oned to Iskander to advance, and whispered to
him: ¢ She would not at first see you, but I have
told her you are a Christian, the more the pity, and
she consents.”” So saying, he withdrew the cur-
tain, and exhibited a veiled female figure lying on
a couch.

¢¢Noble lady,” said the physician in Greek,
which he had ascertained the eunuch did not com-

rehend; ¢ pardon the zeal of a Christian friend.

hough habited in this garb, I have served under
your illustrious sire. I should deem my life well
spent in serving the daughter of the great Hun-
niades.”’

¢¢ Kind stranger,”” replied the captive, ¢I was
ill-prepared for such a meeting. I thank you for
your sympathy, but my sad fortunes are beyond
human aid.”

P2
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¢God works by humble instruments, noble
lady,”” said Iskander, ¢“and with his blessing we
may yet prosper.”’

¢¢I fear that [ must look to death as my only
refuge,” replied Iduna, ¢¢and still more, I fear
that it is not so present a refuge as my oppressors
themselves imagine. But you are a physician; tell
me then how speedily nature will make me free.”

She held forth her hand, which Iskander took
and involuntarily pressed. ¢« Noble lady,” he said,
¢ my skill is a mere pretence to enter these walls,
The only talisman I bear with me is a message
from your friends.”

¢¢Indeed!” said Iduna, in a very agitated tone.

¢¢ Restrain yourself, noble lady,’’ said Iskander,
interposing, ¢restrain yourself. Were you any
other but the daughter of Hunniades, I would not
have ventured upon this perilous exploit. Butl
know that the lady Iduna has inherited something
more than the name of her great ancestors—their
heroic soul. If ever there were a moment in her
life in which it behoved her to exert all her ener-
gies, that moment has arrived. The physician who
addresses her, and his attendant who waits at hand,
are two of the lady Iduna’s most devoted friends.
There is nothing that they will not hazard to
effect her delivery; and they have matured a plan
of escape which they are sanguine must succeed.
Yet its completion will require, on her part, great
anxiety of mind, greater exertion of body, danger,
fatigue, privation. 1s the lady Iduna prepared for
all this endurance, and all this hazard ?”’

¢¢ Noble friend,”” replied Iduna, ¢ for L cannot
deem you a stranger, and none but a most chivalric
knight could have entered upon this almost forlorn
adventure; you have not, I trust, miscalculated my
character. I am a slave, and unless heaven will
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interpose, must soon be a dishonoured one. My
freedom and my fame are alike at stake, There is
no danger, and no suffering which I will not gladly
welcome, provided there be even a remote chance
of regaining my liberty and securing my honour.”

¢You are in the mind I counted on. Now, mark
my words, dear lady. Seize an opportunity this
evening of expressing to your gaolers that you
have already experienced some benefit from my
visit, and announce your rising confidence in my
skill. In the meantime I will make such a report
that our daily meetings will not be difficult. For
the present, farewell. The prince Mahomed waits
without, and I would exchange some words with
him before I go.”

“ And must we part without my being acquainted
with the generous friends to whom I am indebted
for an act of devotion which almost reconciles me
to my sad fate?”’ said Iduna. ¢ You will not,
perhaps, deem the implicit trust reposed in you by
one whom you have no interest to deceive, and
who, if deceived, cannot be placed in a worse po-
sition than she at present fills, as a very gratifying
mark of confidence, yet that trust is reposed in
you; and let me, at least, soothe the galling dreari-
ness of my solitary hours, by the recollection of
the friends to whom I am indebted for a deed of
friendship which has filled me with a feeling of
wonder i!:'om which I have not yet recovered.”

« The person who has penetrated the seraglio
of Constantinople in disguise to rescue the lady
Iduna,” answered Iskander, ¢“is the prince Ni-
czeus.”

¢¢ Niczeus!” exclaimed Iduna, in an agitated tone.
¢¢ The voice to which I listen is surely not that of
the prince Niczus; nor the form on which I gaze,”
she added, as she unveiled. Beside her stood the
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tall figure of the Armenian physician. She beheld
his swarthy and unrecognized countenance. She
cast her dark eyes around with an air of beautiful
perplexity.

Iam afriend of the prince Niceus,”’ said the phy-
sician. - ¢¢ He is here. Shall he advance ? Alexis,”
called out Iskander, not waiting for her reply.
The page of the physician came forward, but the
eunuch accompanied him. ¢ All is right,” said
Iskander to Kaflis. ¢ We are sure of our hundred
purses. But, without doubt, with any other aid,
the case were desperate.” '

¢¢ There is but one God,” said the eunuch, po-
lishing his carbuncle, with a visage radiant as the
gem. ¢ I never repented patronizing men of sci-
ence. The prince waits without. Come along!”
He took Iskander by the arm. << Where is your
boy? What are you doing there, sir,’”” inquired
. the eunuch, sharply, of Nicaeus, who was tarrying
~ behind, and kissing the hand of Iduna.

¢¢ ] was asking the lady for a favour to go to the
coffee-house with,”” replied Niczus, with pouting
lips; ¢ you forget that 7 am to have none of the
hundred purses.” .

¢¢ True,’’ said the eunuch; <¢ there is something
in that. Here, boy, here is a piastre for you.
I like to encourage men of science, and all that
belong to them. Do not go and spend it all in
one morning, boy, and when the fair captive is
cured, if you remind me, boy, perhaps I may give
you another.”’

XI.

Kaflis and his charge again reached the garden.
The twilight was nearly past. A horseman gal-
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loped up to them, followed by several running
footmen. It was the prince.

¢¢ Well, hakim,”” he inquired, in his usual ab-
rupt style, ¢¢ can you cure her ?”’

¢¢ Yes,”” answered Iskander, firmly.

¢« Now listen, hakim,” said Mahomed. ¢ I
must very shortly leave the city, and proceed into
Epirus at the head of our troops. I have sworn
two things, and I have sworn them by the holy )‘
stone. KEre the new moon, I will have the heart '
of Iduna and the head of Iskander!”

The physician bowed.

¢« If you can so restore the health of this frangy
girl,”” continued Mahomed, ¢¢that she may attend
me within ten days into Epirus, you shall claim
from my treasury what sum you like, and become
physician to the seraglio. What say you ?”’

<« My hope and my belief is,’’ replied Iskander,
¢¢ that within ten days she may breathe the air of
Epirus.”

<¢ By my father’s beard, you are a man after my
own heart,”’ exclaimed the prince; ¢¢and since thou ’
dealest in talismans, hakim, can you give me a
charm that will secure me.a meeting with this
Epirot rebel within the term, so that I may keep
my oath. What say you ?—what say you ?”’

¢¢ There are such spells,”” replied Iskander.
¢ But mark, I can only secure the meeting, not
the head.”

¢ That is my part,”” said Mahomed, with an
arrogant sneer. “ But the meeting, the meeting ?’

¢ You know the fountain of Kallista in Epirus.
Its virtues are renowned.” :

¢«¢ 1 have heard of it.”’

¢ Plunge your scimetar in its midnight waters
thrice, on the eve of the new moon, and each time
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summon the enemy you would desire to meet.
He will not fail you.”

«If you cure the captive, I will credit the
legend, and keep the appointment,”” replied M-
homed, thoughtfully.

¢«¢1 have engaged to do that,”” replied the phy-
sician.

«¢ Well, then, I shall redeem my pledge,” said
the prince.

¢¢ But mind,”’ said the physician, ¢ while I en-
gage to cure the lady and produce the warrior, I
can secure your highness neither the heart of the
one nor the head of the other.”

¢¢ ’Tis understood,”’ said Mahomed.

XIL

The Armenian physician did not fail to attend
his captive patient at an early hour on the ensuing
morn. His patron Kaflis received him with an en-
couraging smile. ¢ The talisman already works,”
said the eunuch: ¢ she has past a good night, and
confesses to an improvement. Our purses are safe.
Methinks I already count the gold. But I say,
worthy hakim, come hither, come hither,”” and
Kaflis looked around to be sure that no one was
within hearing. ¢ I say,” and here he put on 2
very mysterious air indeed, ¢¢the prince is gene-
rous: you understand ? We go shares. We shall
not quarrel. I never yet repented patronizinga
man of science, and I am sure I never shall. The
prince you see is violent, but generous. I would
not cure her too soon, eh ?”’

¢¢ You take a most discreet view of affairs,’’ re-
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sponded Iskander, with an air of complete assent,
and they entered the chamber of the tower.

Iduna performed her part with great dexterity ;
but indeed it required less skill than herself and
her advisers bad at first imagined. Her malady,
although it might have ended fatally, was in its
origin entirely mental, and the sudden prospect of
freedom, and of restoration to her country and her
family, at a moment when she had delivered her-
self up to despair, afforded her a great and instan-
taneous benefit. She could not indeed sufficiently
restrain her spirits, and smiled incredulously when
Iskander mentioned the impending exertion and
fatigues with doubt and apprehension. His anxiety
to return immediately to Epirus, determined him
to adopt the measures for her rescue without loss
of time, and on his third visit, he prepared her for
making the great attempt on the ensuing morn.
Hitherto Iskander had refrained from revealing
himself to Iduna. He was induced to adopt this
conduct by various considerations. He could no
longer conceal from himself that the daughter of
Hunniades exercised an influence over his feelings
which he was unwilling to encourage. His sincere
friendship for Niceeus, and his conviction that it
was his present duty to concentrate all his thought
and affection in the cause of his country, would
have rendered him anxious to have resisted any
emotions of the kind, even could he have flattered
himself that there was any chance of their being
returned by the object of his rising passion. But
Iskander was as modest as he was brave and gifted.
‘The disparity of age between himself and lduna
appeared an insuperable barrier to his hopes, even
had there been no other obstacle. Iskander strug-
gled with his love, and with his strong mind the
struggle, though painful, was not without success.
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He felt that he was acting in a manner which must
ultimately tend to the advantage of his country,
the happiness of his friend, and perhaps the main-
tenance of his own self-respect. For he had teo
much tpride not to be very sensible to the bitter-
ness of rejection.

Had he perceived more indications of a very
cordial feeling subsisting between Niczeus and Idu-
na, he would perhaps not have persisted in main-
taining his disguise. But he had long suspected
~ that the passion of the prince of Athens was not
too favourably considered by the daughter of Hun-
niades, and he was therefore exceedingly anxious
that Niceus should possess all the credit of the
present adventure, which Iskander scarcely doubt-
ed, if successful, would allow Niczus to urge irre-
sistible claims to the heart of a mistress whom he
had rescued at the peril of his life from slavery and
dishonour, to offer rank, reputation, and love. I
kander took, therefore, several opportunities of
leading Iduna to believe that he was merely a con-
fidential agent of Nicweus, and that the whole plan
of her rescue from the seraglio of Adrianople
had been planned by his young friend. In the
mean time, during the three days on which they
had for short intervals met, very few words had
been interchanged between Niczus and his mis-
tress. Those words, indeed, had been to him of
the most inspiring nature, and expressed such 3
deep sense of gratitude, and such lively regard,
that Nicaeus could no longer resist the delightful
conviction that he had at length created a perms-
nent interest in her heart. Often he longed to rush
to her couch, and press her hand to his lips. Even
the anticipation of future happiness eould not pre-
vent him from envying the good fortune of Iskan-
der, who was allowed to converse with her without
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restraint; and bitterly, on their return to the khan,
did he execrate the pompous eunuch for all the tor-
ture which he oecasioned him by his silly conver-
sation, and the petty tyranny of office with which
Kaflis always repressed his attempts to converse
fort a moment with Iduna. :

In the mean time all Adrianople sounded with
the preparations for the immediate invasion of Epi-
rus, and the return of Iskander to his country be-
came each hour more urgent. Every thing being
ptepared, the adventurers determined on the fourth
morning to attempt the rescue. They repaired as
usual to the serail, and were attended by Kaflis to
the chamber of the tower, who congratulated Is-
kander on their way on the rapid convalescence of
the captive. When they ha«f fairly entered the
chamber, the physician being somewhat in advance,
Niczeus, who was behind, commenced proceedings
by lmocking down the eunuch, and Iskander in-
stantly tarning round to his assistance, they suc-
ceeded in gagging and binding the alarmed and
agtonished Kaflis. Iduna then habited herself in a
costume exactly similar to that worn by Niceus,
and which her friends had brought to her in their
bag. Iskander and Iduna then immediately quitted
the serail without notice or suspicion, and hurried
to the khan, where they mounted their horses, that
were in readiness, and hastened without a moment’s:
loss of time to a fountain without the gatés, where
they awaited the arrival of Niczus with anxiety.
After remaining a few minutes in the chamber of
the tower, the prince of Athens stole out, taking
care to secure tl;:e door upon Kaflis. He descend-
ed the staircase, and escaped through the serail
without meeting any one, and had nearly reached
the gate of the gardens, when he was challenged
by seme of the eunuch: guard at a little distance.

Vor. IL—Q
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¢t Hilloa !’ exclaimed one, ¢ I thought you
passed just now ?”’ _

«So I did,” replied Niczus with nervous ef-

frontery ; ¢ but I came back for my bag, which I
left behind,” and giving them no time to reflect,
he pushed his way through the gate with all the
impudence of a page. He rushed through the bu-
rial ground, hurried through the streets, mounted
his horse, and galloped through the gates. Iskan-
der and Iduna were in sight, he waved his hand
for them at once to proceed, and in a- moment,
without exchanging a word, they were all gallop-
ing at full speed, nor did they breathe their horses
until sunset.
* By nightfall they had reached a small wood of
chestnut trees, where they rested for two hours,
more for the sake of their steeds than their own
refreshment, for anxiety prevented Iduna from in-
dulging in any repose, as much as excitement pre-
vented her from feeling any fatigue. Iskander lit
a fire and prepared their rough meal, unharnessed
the horses, and turned them out to their pasture,
Niczus made Iduna a couch of fern, and supported
ber head, while, in deference to his entreaties, she
endeavoured in vain to sleep. Before midnight
they were again on their way, and proceeded ata
rapid pace towards the mountains, until a few hours
before noon, when their horses began to sink un-
der the united influence of their previous exertions
and the increasing heat of the day. Iskander look-
ed serious, and often threw a backward glance in
the direction of Adrianople.

¢ We must be beyond pursuit,”” said Nicaus.
¢ 1 dare say poor Kaflis is still gagged and bound.”

¢¢ Could we but once reach the mountains,” re-
g]ied his companion,- 1 should have little fear,

ut I counted upon our steeds carrying us there
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without faltering. We cannot reckon upon more
than three hours’ start, prince. Our friend Kaflis
is too important a personage to be long missed.”’

¢¢ The holy Virgin befriend us !”” said the lady
Iduna. <1 can urge my poor horse no more.”

They had now ascended a small rising ground,
which gave them a wide prospect over the plain.
1skander halted and threw an anxious glance around
him. .

¢¢ There are some horsemen in the distance
whom I do not like,”” said the physician. .

«I see them,” said Niczus ; ¢ travellers like
ourselves.”

¢ Let us die sooner than be taken,”” said Iduna.

« Move on,” said the physician, ¢and let me
observe these horsemen alone. I would there were
some forest at hand. In two hours we may gain
the mountains.”’

The daughter of Hunniades and the prince of
Athens descended the rising ground. Before them,
but at a considerable distance, was a broad and rapid
river, crossed by a ruinous Roman bridge. The
opposite bank of the river was the termination of
a narrow plain, which led immediately to the
mountains.

¢ Fair Iduna, you are safe,”” said the prince of
Athens. :

¢¢ Dear Niceeus,” replied his companion, ¢ima-
gine what I feel. It istoo wild a moment to ex-
press my gratitude.”’ '

¢¢I trust that Iduna will never express her gra¢i-
tude to Niceus,”” answered the prince; ¢ it is
not, I assure you, a favourite word with him.”

Their companion rejoined them, urging his wea-
ried horse to its utmost speed.

¢ Niczeus !”’ be called out, ¢ halt !’

‘They stopped their willing horses.



184 THE RISE

¢« How now! my friend,” said the prince; ¢ you
look grave ?”’

¢ Lady Iduna !’ said the Armenian, ¢ we are
pursued,”’

Hitherto the prospect of success, and the con-
sciousness of the terrible destiny that awaited fail-
ure, had supported Iduna under exertions, which
under any other circumstances must have proved
fatal. But to learn, at the very moment that she
was congratulating herself on the felicitous comple-
tion of their daring enterprise, that that dreaded
failure was absolutely impending, demanded too
great an exertion of her exhausted energies. She
turned pale ; she lifted up her imploring handsand
eyes to heaven in speechless agony, and then bend-
ing down her head, wept with unrestrained and
harrowing violence. The distracted Nicaeus sprung
from his horse, endeavoured to console the almost
insensible Iduna, and then wofully glancing at his
fellow adventurer, wrung his hands in despair.—
His fellow adventurer seemed lost in thought.

¢ They come,’” said Niceus, starting; ¢ me-
thinks I see one on the brow of the hill. ~ Away!
fly ! Let us at least die fighting. Dear, dear Idg-
na, would that my life could ransom thine. C
God ! this is indeed agony,”

¢¢ Escape is impossible,” said Iduna, in a tone of
calmness which astonished them. <¢¢They must
overtake us. Alas ! brave friends, I have brought
ye to this! Pardon me, pardon me! I am
ashamed of my selfish grief. Ascribe it to other
causes than a narrow spirit and a weak mind. One
course is alone left to us. We must not be taken
prisoners. Ye are warriors, and can die as such.
I am only a woman, but I am the daughter of
Hunniades. Nicaus, you aremy father’s friend ;
I beseech you sheathe your dagger in my breast.”

The prince in silent agony pressed his hands to
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his sight. His limbs quivered with terrible emo-
tion. Suddenly he advanced and threw himself at
the feet of his hitherto silent comrade. “Oh! Is-
kander !’ exclaimed Niczus, ¢“great and glorious
friend ! my head and heart are both too weak for
these awful trials—save her, save her !”’

¢ Iskander !’ exclaimed the thunderstruck Idu-
na. ¢¢Iskander !”

« I have, indeed, the misfortune to be Iskander,
beloved lady,”” he replied. ¢ This is, indeed, a
case almost of desperation, but if I have to endure
more than most men, I have, to inspire me, influ-
ences which fall to the lot of few—yourself and
Epirus. Come! Niczus, there is but one chance
—we must gain the bridge.”” Thus speaking, Is-
kander caught Iduna in his arms, and remounting.
his steed, and followed by the prince of Athens,
hurried towards the river.

«The water is not fordable,” said Iskander,
when they had arrived at its bank. ¢« The bridge
I shall defend ; and it will go bhard if I do not keep
them at bay long enough for you and Iduna to gain
the mountains. = Away ; think no more of me;
nay ! no tear, dear lady, or you will unman me.
An inspiring smile, and all will go well. Hasten
to Croia, and let nothing tempt you to linger in the
vicinity, with the hope of my again joining you.
Believe me, we shall meet again, but act upon
what I say, as if they were my dying words. God
bless you, Niczus! No murmuring. For once
let the physician, indeed, command his page.—
Gentle lady, commend me to your father. Would
I had such a daughter in Epirus, to head my trusty
brethren if I fall! Tell the great Hunniades, my
legacy to him is my country. %arewell, farewell !”

¢¢ I will not say farewell,”” exclaimed Iduna, ¢ I

. too can fight. I will stay and die with you.”

Q2
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¢ See, they come! Believe me I shall conquer.
Fly, fly, thou noble girl ? Guard her well, Niczus.
God bless thee, boy ! Live and be happy. Nay,
nay, not another word. The farther ye are both

-distant, trust me, the stronger will be my arm.
Indeed, indeed, I do beseech ye, fly !’

Niceeus placed the weeping Iduna in her saddle,
and after leading her horse over the narrow and
broken bridge, mounted his qwn, and then they
ascended together the hilly and winding track.
Iskander watched them as they went. Often
Iduna waved her kerchief to her forlorn cham-
pion. In the meantime Iskander tore off his Ar-
menian robes and flung them into the river, tried
his footing on the position he had taken up, stretched
his limbs, examined his daggers, flourished his
scimetar.

The bridge would only permit a single rider to
pass abreast. It was supported by three arches, the
centre one of very considerable size, the others
small, and rising out of the shallow water on each
side. In many parts the parapet wall was broken,
in some even the pathway was almost impassable,
from the masses of fallen stone and the dangerous
fissures. In the centre of the middle arch was an

" immense key-stone, on which was sculptured, in
high relief, an enormous helmet, which indeed gave
;rqgng the people of the country, a title to the
ridge.

Agband of horsemen dashed at full speed, with a
loud shout, down the hill. They checked their
horses, when to their astonishment they found Is-
kander with his drawn scimetar, prepared to resist
their passage. Butthey paused anly for a moment,
and immediately attempted to swim the river, But
their exhausted horses drew back with a strengin-
stinct from the rushing waters : one of the band
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alone, mounted on a magnificent black mare, suc-
ceeding in his purpose. The rider was half-way
in the stream, his high-bred steed snorting and
struggling in the strong current. Iskander, with
the same ease as if he were plucking the ripe fruit
from a tree, took up a ponderous stone, and hurled
it with fatal precision at his adventurous enemy.
The rider shrieked and fell, and rose no more :
the mare, relieved from her burthen, exerted all
her failing energies, and succeeded in gaining the
opposite bank. There, rolling herself in the wel-
come pasture, and neighing with a note of triumph,
she revelled in her hard escape.

¢¢Cut down the giaour !’ exclaimed one of the
horsemen, and he dashed at the bridge. - His fragile
blade shivered into a thousand pieces as it crossed
the scimetar of Iskander, and in a mement his bleed-
inﬁ head fell over the parapet.

nstantly the whole band, each emulous of re-

venging his comrades, rushed without thought at
Iskander, and endeavoured to overpower him by
their irresistible charge. His stimetar flashed like
lightning. The two foremost of his enemies fell,
but the impulse of the numbers prevailed, and each
instant, although dealing destruction with every
blow, he felt himself losing ground. Atlength he
was on the centre of the centre arch, an eminent
position, which allowed him for a moment to keep
them at bay, and gave him breathing time. Sud-
denly he made a desperate charge, clove the head
of the leader of the band in two, and beat them back
several yards ; then swiftly returning to his former
position, he summoned all his sypernatural strength,
and stamping on the mighty, but mouldering key--
stone, he forced it from its form, and broke the
masonry of a thousand years, Amid a loud apnd
awful shriek, horses and horsemen, and the dissolv-
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ing fragments of the scene for a moment mingled
as it were in airy chaos, and then plunged with a
horrible plash into the fatal depths below. Some
fell, and, stunned by the massy fragments, rose no
more ; others struggled again into light, and gained
with difficulty their old shore. Amid them, 1skan-
der, unhurt, swam like a river god, and stabbed to
the heart the only strong swimmer that was making
his way in the direction of Epirus. Drenched and
exhausted, Iskander at length stood upon the oppo-
site margin, and wrang his garments, while he
watched the scene of strange destruction.

Three or four exhausted wretches were lying
bruised and breathless on the opposite bank : one
drowned horse was stranded near them, caught by
the rushes. Of all that brave company the rest
had vanished, and the broad, and blue, and sunny
waters rushed without a shadow beneath the two
remaining arches.

¢ Iduna! thou art safe,”” exclaimed Iskander.
¢Now for Epirus!” So saying, he seized the
black mare, renovated by her bath and pasture,and
vaulting on her back, was in a few minutes bound-
ing over his native hills.

XIIIL.

In the meantime let us not forget the prince of
Athens and the lady Iduna. These adventurous
companions soon lost sight of their devoted cham-
pion, and entered a winding ravine, which gra-
dually brought them to the summit of the first chain
of the Epirot mountains. Froem it they looked
down upon a vast and rocky valley, through which

several mule tracks led in various directions, and
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entered the highest barrier of the mountains which
rose before them, covered with forests of ehestnut
and ilex. Niczus chose the track which he con-
sidered least tempting to pursuit, and towards sun-
set they had again entered a ravine washed by a
mountain stream. The eourse of the waters had
made the earth fertile and beautiful. Wild shrubs
of gay and pleasant colours refreshed their wearied
eye-sight, and the perfume of aromatic plants in-
vigorated their jaded senses. Upon the hank, too,
of the river, a large cross of roughly carved wood
brought comfort to their Christian hearts, and while
the holy emblem filled them with hope and conso-
lation, and seemed an omen of refuge from their
Moslemin oppressors, a venerable eremite, with a
long white beard descending over his dark robes,
and leaning on a staff of thorn, came forth from an
adjoining cavern to breathe the evening air and
pour forth his evening orisons.

Iduna and Niczus had hitherto prosecuted their
sorrowful journey almost in silence. Exhausted
with anxiety, affliction and bodily fatigue, with
difficulty the daughter of Hunniades could preserve
her seat upon her steed. One thought alone inter-
ested her, and by its engrossinginflyence maintained
her under all sufferings —the memory of Iskander.
Since she first met him, at the extraordinary inter-
view in her father’s pavilion, often had the image
of the hero recurred to her fancy, often had she
mused over his great qualities and strange career.
His fame, so dangerous to female hearts, was not
diminished by his presence. And now, when
Iduna recollected that she was indebted to him for
all that she held dear, that she owed to his disinter-
ested devotion, not only life, but all that renders
life desirable,—honour and freedom, eountry and
kindred,—that image was invested with associa-
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tions and with sentiments, which, had Iskander
himself been conscious of their existence, would
have lent redoubled vigour to his arm, and fresh
inspiration to his energy. More than once Iduna
had been on the point of inquiring of Niczus the
reason which had induced alike him and Iskander
to preserve so strictly the disguise of his companion.
But a feeling which she did not choose to analyze,
struggled successfully with her curiosity: she felta

reluctance to speak of Iskander to the prince of |

Athens.. In the meantime Niceeus himself was not
apparently very anxious of conversing upon the
subject, and after the first rapid expressions of fear
and) hope as to the situation of their late comrade,
they relapsed into silence, seldom broken by Ni-
caus, but to deplore the sufferings of his mistress,—
lamentations which Iduna answered with a faint
smile. ,

The refreshing scene wherein they had now en-
tered, and the cheering -appearance of the eremite
were subjects of mutuaFcongratu]ation, and Niceus,
. somewhat advancing, claimed the attention of the
holy man, announcing their faith, imprisonment,
escape and sufferings, and entreating hospitality and
refuge. The eremite pointed with his staff to the
winding path, which ascended the bank of the river
to the cavern, and welcomed the pilgrims in the
name of their blessed Saviour to his wild abode and
simple fare. _

The cavern widened when they entered, and
comprised several small apartments. It wasa work
of the early Christians, who had found a refuge in
their days of perseeution, and art had completed
the beneficent design of nature. The cavern was
fresh, and sweet and clean. Heaven smiled upon
its pious inmate through an aperture in the roof ;
the floor was covered with rushes; in one niché
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rested a brazen cross, and in another a perpetual
lamp burnt before a picture, where Madonna smiled
with meek tenderness upon her young divinity.
The eremite plcedupon a block of wood, the sur-
face of which he had himself smoothed, some honey,
some dried fish, and a wooden bowl filled with the
pure stream that flowed beneath them: a simple meal
but welcome. His guests seated themselves upon a
rushy couch, and while they refreshed themselves,
he gently inquired the history of their adventures.
As it was evident that the eremite, from her appa-
rel, mistook the sex of Iduna, Nicazus thought fit
not to undeceive him, but passed her off as his bro-
ther. He described themselves as two Athenian
youths, who had been captured while serving as
volunteers under the great Hunniades, and who had
effected their escape from Adrianople under cireum-
stances of great peril and difficulty; and when he
had gratified the eremite’s curiosity respecting their
Christian brethren in Paynim lands, and sympa-
thetically marvelled with him at the advancing for-
tunes of the crescent, Niceeus, who perceived that
Xduna stood in great need of rest, mentioned the
fatigues of his more fragile brother, and requested
permission for him to retire, Whereupon the
eremite himself, fetching a load of fresh rushes,
arranged them in one of the cells, and invited the
fair Iduna to repose. The daughter of Hunniades
first humbling herself before the altar of the Virgin,
and offering her gratitude for all the late mercies
vouchsafed unto her, and then bidding a word of
}:eace to her host and her companion, withdrew to
er hard-earned couch, and soon was buried in a
sleep as sweet and innocent as herself.
But repose fell not upon the eye-lids of Niceseus
in spite of all his labours. The heart of the Athe-
nian prince was distracted by the two most power-
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ful of pussions—love and jealousy—-and when the
eremite; pointing out to his gaest his allotted rest-
ing-place, himself retired to his regular and simple
slumbers, Nieeus quitted the cavern, and standing
upon the bank of the river, gazed in abstraction
upon the rushing waters foaming in the moonlight
The prince of Athens, with many admirable quali-
ties, was one of those men who are influenced only
by their passions, and who, in the affairs of life,
are invariably guided by their imagination instead
of their reason. At presentall thought and feeling,
al} considerations, and all circumstances, merged in
the overpowering love he entertained for Iduns,
his determination to obtain her at all cost and peril,
and his resolution that she should never again meet
Iskander, except as the wife of Niczus. Com-
pared with this paramount objeet, the future seemed
to vanish. The emancipation of his country, the
welfare of his friend, even the maintenance of his
holy creed, all those great and noble objects for
which, under other circumstances, he would have
been prepared to sacrifice his fortune and his life,
no longer interested or influenced him ; and while
the legions of the crescent were on the point of
pouring into Greece to crush that patriotic and
Christian cause over which Iskander and himseif
had so often mused, whose interests the disinterest
ed absence of Iskander, occasioned solely by his
devotion to Nicwus, had certainly endangered, and
perhaps, could the events of the last few hours be
known, even sacrificed, the prince of Athens resolv-
ed, unless Iduna would consent to become his, at
once to carry off the daughter of Hunniades to some
distant country. Nor, indeed, even with his easily
excited vanity, was Niceus sanguine of obtaining
his purpose by less violent means. He wasalread

a rejected suitor, and under circumstances whic
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scarcely had left hope. Nothing but the sole credit
of her chivalric rescue could perhaps have obtained
for him the interest in the heart of Iduna which he
coveted. For while this exploit proffered an irre-
sistible claim to her deepest gratitude, it indicated
also, on the part of her deliverer, the presence and
possession of all those great qualities, the absence
of which in the character and conduect of her suitor,
Iduna had not, at a former period, endeavoured to
conceal to be the principal cavse of his rejection.
And now, by the unhappy course of circumstances,
the very deed on which he counted, with sanguine
hope, as the sure means of his success, seemed as
it were to have placed him in a still inferior situation
than before. The constant society of his mistress
had fanned the flame which, apart from her and
hopeless, he had endeavoured to repress, to all its
former force and ardour; while, on the other hand,
he could not conceal from himself, that Iduna must
feel that he had played in these great proceedingsbut
a secondary part; that all the genius and all the gener-
osity of the exploit rested with Iskander, who, after
having obtained her freedom by so much energy,
peril, sagacity and skill, had secured it by a devoted
courage which might shame all the knights of Chris-
tendom, perhaps, too, had secured it by his own
life.

What if Iskander were nomore ? It wasa great
contingency. The eternal servitude of Greece, and
the shameful triumph of the crescent, were invol
ved, perhaps, in that single event. And could the
possession of Iduna compensate for such disgrace
and infamy ? Let us not record the wild response
of passion, '

It was midnight ere the restless Niceus, more
exhausb%d byﬁis agitating reverie, than by his pre-

or. II.—
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vious exertions, returned into the cavern, and found
refuge in sleep from all his disquietudes.

XIV.

The eremite rose with the sun ; and while he
was yet at matins, was joined by Iduna, refreshed
and cheerful after her unusual slumbers. After
performing their devotions, her venerable host pro-
posed that they should go forth and enjoy the
morning air. So, descending the precipitous bank
of theriver, he led the way to a small glen, the bed
of a tributary rivulet, now nearly exhausted.
Beautiful clumps of birch-trees, and tall thin pop-
lars, rose on each side among the rock which were
covered with bright mosses, and parasitical plants
of gay and various colours. One side of the glen
was touched with the golden and grateful beams
t:f the rising sun, and the other was in deep sha-
dow.

¢« Here you can enjoy nature and freedom in
security ;’ said the eremite, «for your enemies,
. if they have not already given up their pursuit, will
scarcely search this sweet solitude.’’

¢«¢It is indeed sweet, holy father,”” said Iduna;
¢¢ but the captive, who has escaped from captivity,
can alone feel all its sweetness.”

«¢It is true,”’ said the eremite; ¢ I also have
been a captive.”

¢¢ Indeed ! holy father. To the infidels ?”

¢¢ To the infidels, gentle pilgrim.”

¢Have you been at Adrianople ?”’

“ My oppressors were not the Paynim,’’ replied
the eremite, ¢“but they were enemies far more
dire—my own evil passions. Time was when my
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eye sparkled like thine, gentle pilgrim, and my
heart was not as pure.” _

¢ God is merciful,” said Iduna, ¢ and without
his aid, the strongest are but shadows.”’

¢««Ever think so,”” replied the eremite, ¢ and
you will deserve rather his love than his mercy.
Thirty long years have I spent in this solitude,
meditating upon the past, and it is a theme yet fer-
tile in instruction. My hours are never heavy,
and memory is to me what action is to other men.”

¢ You have seen much, holy father ?”’

« And felt more. Yet you will perhaps think
the result of all my experience very slight, for I can
only say unto thee, trust not in thyself.”’

Tt is a great truth,” remarked Iduna, ¢and
leads to a higher one.”

¢« Even soy’ replied the eremite. ¢ We are
full of wisdom in old age, as in winter this river is

full of water, but the fire of youth, like the summer

sun, dries up the stream.”

Iduna did not reply. The eremite attracted her
attention to a patch of cresses on the opposite bank
of the stream. ¢¢ Every morn I rise only to dis-
cover fresh instances of omnipotent benevolence,”
he exclaimed. « Yesterday ye tasted my honey
and my fish. To-day I can offer ye a fresh dainty.
‘We will break our fast in this pleasant glen. Rest
thou here, gentle youth, and I will summon thy
brother to our meal. I fear me much he does not

ear so contented a spirit as thyself.”’

« He is older, and has seen more,” replied
Tduna. :

The eremite shook his head, and leaning on his
staff, returned to the cavern. Iduna remained,
seated on a mossy rock, listeningto the awakening
birds, and musing over the fate of Iskander.
While she was indulging in this reverie, her name
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was called. She looked up with a blush, and
beheld Niczus.

¢« How fares my gentle comrade ?’” inquired the
prince of Athens.

« As well as I hope you are, dear Niczus. We
have been indeed fortunate in finding so kind 2
host.” .

«I think I may now congratulate you on your
safety,” said the prince. ¢ This unfrequented pass
will lead us in two days to Epirus, nor do I indeed
‘now fear pursuit.”’

¢¢ Acts and not words must express in future how
much we owe to you,” said Iduna. ¢ My joy
would be complete if my father only knew of our
safety, and if our late companion were here to share
it.”

¢ Fear, not for my friend,” replied Nicxus.
¢¢ I have faith in the fortune of Iskander.”’

¢ If any one could succeed under such circum-
stances, he doubtless is the man,” rejoined Iduns;
¢<¢but it was indeed an awful crisis in his fate.”

¢ Trust me, dear lady, it is wise to banish
gloomy thoughts.”

¢«We can give him only our thoughts,” said
Iduna, ¢ and when we remember how much is de-
pendent on his life, can they be cheerful ?”’

¢¢ Mine must be so, when I am in the presence
of Iduna;”’ replied Niceeus.

The daughter of Hunniades gathered moss from
the rock, and threw it into the stream.

¢¢ Dear lady,’’ said the prince of Athens, seating

himself by her side, and stealing her gentle hand. '

¢t Pardon me, if an irrepressible feeling at this
moment impels me to recur to a subject, which, I
would fain hope, were not so unpleasing to you,
as once unhappily you deemed it. Oh! Iduna
Iduna, best and dearest, we are once more together;
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h,e/ once more I gaze upon that unrivalled form, and
listen to the music of that matchless voice. I
o %ought you, I perhaps violated my pledge, but I
sought you in captivity and sorrow. Pardon me,
f, Ppity me,Iduna! Oh! Iduna,if possible, love me!”
i She turned away her head, she turned away her
streaming eyes. ¢¢ It is impossible not to love my
«! deliverer,” she replied, in a low and tremulous
& Voice, ¢ even could he not prefer the many other
z} claims to affection which are possessed by the
prince of Athens. I was not prepared for this re-
newal of a most painful subject, perhaps under no
' circumstances; but least of all, under those in which
we now find ourselves.”’
: ¢¢ Alas!”’ exclaimed the prince; I can no longer
l control my passion. My life, not my happiness
merely, depends upon Iduna becoming mine.
Bear with me, my beloved, bear with me! Were
you Niczus, you too would need forgiveness.”

¢¢ I beseech you, cease!” exclaimed Iduna, in a
firmer voice; and, withdrawing her hand, she sud-
denly rose. ¢ This is neither the time nor place
for such conversation. I have not forgotten that,
but a few days back, I was a hopeless captive, and
that my life and fame are even now in danger.
Great mercies have been vouchsafed to me; but
still I perhaps need the hourly interposition of
heavenly aid. Other than such worldly thoughts
should fill my mind, and do. Dear Niczus,” she
continued, in a more soothing tone, “you have
nobly commenced a most heroic enterprize: fulfil
it in like spirit.””

He would have replied; but at this moment, the
staff of the eremite sounded among the rocks.
Baffled, and dark with rage and passion, the prince
of Athens quitted Iduna, and strolled towards the

R 2



198 THE RISE

upper part of the glen, to conceal his anger and
disa%)ointment.

¢ Kat, gentle youth,” said the eremite.

« Will not thy brother join us? What may be
his name ?”’

¢« Niczus, holy father.”

« And thine ?”

Iduna blushed and hesitated. At length, in her
confusion, she replied « Iskander.”

¢¢ Niczeus!’’ called out the eremite, ¢ Iskander
and myself await thee!”’

Iduna trembled. She was agreeably surprised
when the prince returned with a smiling counte-
nance, and joined in the meal, with many cheerful
words.

<« Now, I propose,”” said the eremite, ¢¢ that
yourself and your brother Iskander should tarry
with me some days, if, indeed, my simple fare
have any temptation.”’

¢¢I thank thee, holy father,” replied Niczus,
“but our affairs are urgent; nor indeed could I
have tarried here at all, had it not been for my
young Iskander here, who, as you may easily be-
lieve, is little accustomed to his late exertions.
But, indeed, towards sunset, we must proceed.”

¢ Bearing with us,” added Iduna, “a most grate-
ful recollection of our host.”

¢¢ God be with ye, wherever ye may proceed,”
replied the eremite.

¢¢ My trust is indeed in him,” rejoined Iduna.

XV.

And so, two hours before sunset, mounting their
refreshed horses, Niceus and Iduna quitted, with

e A o — e ——
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many kind words, the cavern of the eremite, and
took their way along the winding bank of the
river. Throughout the moonlit night they travel-
led, ascending the last and highest chain of moun-
tains, and reaching the summit by dawn. The
cheerful light of morning revealed to them the
happy plains of a Christian country. With joyful
spirits they descended into the fertile land,, and
stopped at a beautiful Greek village, embowered
in orchards and groves of olive-trees.

The prince of Athens instantly inquired for the
primate, or chief personage of the village, and was
condueted to his house; but its master, he was in-
formed, was without, supervising the commence-
ment of the vintage. Leaving Iduna with the
‘amily of the primate, Niceus went in search of
1im. The vineyard was full of groups, busied in
‘he most elegant and joyous of human occupations,
zathering, with infinite bursts of merriment, the
harvest of the vine. Some mounted on ladders,
fixed against the festooning branches, plucked the
rich bunches, and threw them below, where girls,
singing in chorus, caught them in panniers, or their
2xtended drapery. In the centre of the vineyard,
1 middle-aged man watched with a calm, but vigi-
lant eye, the whole proceedings, and occasionally
stimulated the indolent, or prompted the inexpe-
rienced.

« Christo!”’ said the prince of Athens, when he
had approached him. The primate turned round,
but evidently did not immediately recognize the
person who addressed him.

«1 see,” continued the prince, « that my medi-
tated caution was unnecessary. My strange garb
is a sufficient disguise.”

¢t The prince Niczus!”’ exclaimed the primate.
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« He is, indeed, disguised, but will, I am sure, par-
don his faithful servant.””

« Not a word, Christo!”’ replied the prince. «To
be brief. I have crossed the mountains from Rou-
melia, and have only within this hour recognized
the spot whither I have chanced to arrive. I have
a companion with me. I would not be known.
You comprehend ?  Affairs of state. I take it for
granted that there are none here who will recog- |
nize me, after three years’ absence, in this dress.”

“You may feel secure, my lord,”” replied |
Christo. ¢ If you puzzled me, who have known
you since you were no bigger than this bunch of
grapes, you will quite confound the rest.”’

«’Tis well. I shall stay here a day or two, in
order to give them an opportunity to prepare for
my reception. In the mean time, it is necessary
to send on a courier at once. You must manageall}
this for me, Christo. How are your daughters?’}

¢¢So, so, please your highness,” replied Christ{
¢ A man with seven daughters has got trouble for
every day in the week.”

¢ But not when they are as pretty as your’s
are ?”’

“Poh! poh! Handsome is that handsome does:{;
and as for Alexina, she wants to beé married.” :

“Very natural. Let her marry, by all means.” |

¢¢ But Helena wants to do the same.”’ H

-¢¢ More natural still; for, if possible, she is pret- }. .
tier. For my part, I could marry them both.” {..

¢ Ay, ay! that is all very well; but handsomeis]
that handsome does. Ihave noobjection to Alexin =
marrying, and even Helena; but then there iify
Lais. .7 ;

¢Hah! hah! hah!” exclaimed the prince. “If
see, my dear Christo, that my foster sisters givt] ).
you a very proper portion of trouble. However ]|
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* must be off to my travelling companion. Come in
as soon as you can, my dear fellow, and we will
settle every thing. A good vintage to you, and
only as much mischief as necessary.”” So saying,
the prince tripped away.

¢« Well! who would have thought of seeing him
here!”” exclaimed the worthy primate. ¢¢ The same
gay dog as ever! What can he have been doing in
Roumelia? Afhairs of state, indeed! I’Il wager
my new epiphany scarf, that, whatever the affairs
are, there is a pretty girl in the case.”

XVI

The fair Iduna, after all her perils and sufferings,
was at length sheltered in safety under a kind and
domestie roof. Alexina, and Helena, and Lais,
and all the other sisters emulated each other in the
attentions which they lavished upon the two bro-
thers, but especially the youngest. Their kind-
ness, indeed, was only equalled by their ceaseless
curiosity, and had they ever waited for the answers
of Iduna to their questions, the daughter of Hun-
niades might, perhaps, have been somewhat puz-
zled to reconcile her responses with probability.
Helena answered the questions of Alexina: Lais
anticipated even Helena. All that Iduna had to do,
was to smile and be silent, and it was universally
agreed that Iskander was singularly shy as well as
excessively handsome. In the meantime, when
Nicaus met lduna in the evening of the second
day of their visit, he informed her that he had been
so fortunate as to resume an acquaintance with an
old companion in arms in the person of a neigh-
bouring noble, who had invited them to rest at his
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castle at the end of their next day’s journey. He
told her likewise that he had dispatched a courier
to Croia to inquire after Iskander, who, he expect-
ed, in the course of a very few days, would bring

them intelligence to guide their future movements, 3

and decide whether they should at once proceed
to the capital of Epirus, or advance into Bulgaria,
in case Hunniades was still in the field. On the
morrow, therefore, they proceeded on their jour-
ney. Niceus had procured a litter for Iduna,.for
which her delicate health was an excuse to Alexina
and her sisters, and they were attended by a small
body of well-armed cavalry, for, according to the
accounts which Niczus had received, the country
was still disturbed. They departed at break of day,
Niczeus riding by the side of the litter, and occa-
sionally making the most anxious inquiries after
the well-being of his fair charge. An hour after
noon they rested at a well, surrounded by olive

trees, until the extreme heat was somewhat allayed;

and then remounting, proceeded in the direction
of an undulating ridge of green hills, that partially
intersected the wide plain. Towards sunset the
prince of Athens withdrew the curtains of the litter,
and called the attention of Iduna to a very fair cas-
tle, rising on a fertile eminence and sparkling in
the quivering beams of dying light.

¢¢] fear,” said Nicaeus, « that my friend Justinian
will scarcely have returned, but we are old com-
rades, and he desired me to act as his seneschal.
For your sake I am sorry, Iduna, for I feel con-
vinced that he would please you.”

¢« 1t is, indeed, a fair castle,”’ replied Iduna,

¢cand none but a true knight deserves such a noble

residence.”’
While she spoke the commander of the escort
sounded his bugle, and they commenced the ascent
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of the steep, a winding road, cut through a thick
wood of evergreen shrubs. The gradual and easy
ascent soon brought them to a portal flanked with
towers, which admitted them into the outworks of
the fortification. Here they found several soldiers
on guard, and the commander again sounding his
augle, the gates of the castle opened, and the sen-
:schal, attended by a suite of many domestics, ad-
7anced and welcomed Niceus and Iduna. The
»rince of Athens dismounting, assisted his fair
:ompanion from the litter, and leading her by the
1and, and preceded by the seneschal, entered the
:astle.

They passed through a magnificent hall, hun
vith choice armour, and ascending a staircase, o
>entelic marble, were ushered into a suite of lofty
hambers, lined with oriental tapestry, and fur-
ished with many. costly couches and cabinets.
WVhile they admired a spectacle so different to any
hing they had recently beheld or experienced, the
eneschal, followed by a pumber of slaves in splen-
lid attire, advanced and offered them rare and
hoice refreshments, coffee and confectionary, sher-
rets and spiced wines. When they had partaken
'f this elegant cheer, Nicaus intimated. to the sen-
:schal that the lady Iduna might probably wish
© retire, and instantly a discreet matron, followed
»y six most beautiful girls, each bearing a fragrant
orch of cinnamon and roses, advanced and offered
o conduct the lady Iduna to her apartments.

The matron and her company of maidens con-
lucted the daughter of Hunniades down a long
;allery, which led to a suite of the prettiest cham-
vers in the world. The first was an ante-chamber,
rainted like a bower, but filled with the music of
iving birds ; the second, which was much larger,
vas entirely covered with Venetian mirrors, and
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resting on a bright Persian carpet, were many
couches of crimson velvet, covered with a variety
of sumptuous dresses ; the third room was a bath,
made in the semblance of a gigantic shell.  Its roof
was of transparent alabaster, glowing with shadowy «

a
XVIL '

A flourish of trumpets announced the return of
the lady Iduna, and the prince of Athens, mag-
nificently attired, came forward with a smile and
led her, with a compliment on her resuming the
dress of her sex, if not of her country, to the ban-
quet. Iduna was not uninfluenced by that excite-y,
ment which is insensibly produced by a suddeny
change of scene and circumstances, and espec;;F
L

ally by an unexpected transition from hardshi
peril, and suffering, to luxury, security, an
enjoyment. Their spirits were elevated and gay:
she smiled upon Niczus with a cheerful sympathy.|y
They feasted, they listened to sweet music, they
talked over their late adventures, and animated by
their own enjoyment, they became more sanguine
as to the fate of Iskander.

¢¢In two or three days we shall know more,”
said Niczus. ¢ In the meantime, rest is absolutely
necessary to you. It is only now that you wil
begin to be sensible of the exertion you have made.
If Iskander be at Croia, he has already informe :J

e bt

your father of your escape ; if he have not arrived,
I have arranged that a courier shall be dispatche
to Hunniades from that city. Do not be anxiou
Try to be happy. I am myself sanguine that yo

.
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will find all well. Come, pledge me your father’s
health, fair lady, in this goblet of Tenedos !

¢ How know I that at this moment he may not
be at the point of death ?’’ replied Iduna. % When
1am absent from those I love, I dream only of their
unhappiness.”

#¢ At this moment also,” rejoined Niezus, ¢ he
dreams perhaps of your imprisonment among bar-
barians. Yet how mistaken ! Let that considera-
tion support you. Come! here is to the ere-
mite.”

% As willing, if not-as sumptuous a host as our

t one,” said Iduna ; ¢ and when, by-the-bye,
do you think that your friend, the lord Justinian,
will arrive.”

¢ Oh ! never mind him,” said Niceus. ¢ He
would have arrived to-morrow, but the great news
which I gave him has probably changed his plans.
I told him of the approaching invasion, and he has
perhaps found it necessary to visit the neighbouring
ehiy&ina, or.even.to go on to Croia.”

¢ Well-a-day !’ excfaimed Iduna, «1 would we
were in my father’s camp !” i

« We shall soon be there, dear lady,” replied the
prince. ¢ Come, worthy seneschal,” he added,
turning to that functionary, “drink to this noble
lady’g%uppy meeting with her friends.”

XVIII.

Three-or four days passed away at the castle of
Justinian, in which Nicaus used his utmost -exer-
tions to divert the anxiety of Iduna. One day was
spent in examining the. castle, on another he amus-
ed her {'vith aﬁlawsing party, on a third he carried
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her to the neighbouring ruins of a temple, and read
his favourite ACschylus to her amid its lone and
elegant columns. It was impossible for any one to
be more amiable and entertaining, and Iduna could
not resist from recognizing his many virtues and
accomplishments. The courier had not yet return-
ed from Croia, which Niceus accounted for by

many satisfactory reasons. The suspence, how- .
ever, at length became so painful to Iduna, that she
proposed to the prince of Athens that they should, -

without further delay, proceed to that city. As

usual, Niczus was not wanting in many plausible *:
arguments in favour of their remaining at the cas- :

tle, but Iduna was resolute.

« Indeed, dear Nicweus,” she said, « my anxiety ¢

to'see my father, or hear from him, is so great,
that there is scarcely any danger which I would
not encounter to gratify my wish. I feel that
I have already taxed your endurance too much.
But we are no longer in a hostile land, and guards

and guides are to be engaged. Let me then depart |

alone!”’ . o

¢¢ Iduna !’ exclaimed Niceus, reproachfully.
¢¢ Alas! Iduna, you are cruel, but I did not expect
this!”’ : S

¢¢ Dear Niceus!” she answered, « you always

“misinterpret me! It would infinitely delight me

to be restored to Hunniades by yourself, but these
are no common times, and you are no common
person. You forget that there is one that hs
greater claims upon you even than a forlorn maides
—your country. And whether Iskander be a
Croia or not, Greece requires the presence and
exertions of the prince of Athens,”

« I have no country,’’ replied Niczus, mourr
fully, ¢ and no object for which to exert myself.”
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¢¢ Liceus! Is this the poetic patriot who was
yesterday envying Themistocles ?” :

¢ Alas! Iduna, yesterday you were my muse.
I do not wonder you are wearied of this castle,’
continued the prince in a melancholy tone. ¢ This
spot contains nothing to interest you; but for me,
it holds all that is dear, and—oh! gentle maiden,
one smile from you, one smile of inspiration, and
I would not envy Themistocles, and might pérhaps
rival him.”

They were walking together in the hall of the
castle; Iduna stepped aside and affected to exam-
ine a curious buckler. Nicazus followed her, and
placing his arm gently in hers, led her away.

¢ Dearest Iduna,’’ he said, pardon me, but men
struggle for their fate. Mine is in your power.
It is a contest between misery and happiness,
lory and perhaps infamy. Do not then wonder

at I will not yield my chance of the brighter
fortune without an effort. Once more I appeal to
your pity, if not to your love. Were Iduna mine,
were she to hold out but the possibility of her
being mine, there is no career—solemnly I avow
what solemnly 1 feel—there is no career of which
I could not be capable, and no conditions to which I
would not willingly subscribe. But this certainty,
or this contingency, I must have: I cannot exist
without the alternative. And now, upon my
knees, I implore her to grant it to me!”

¢¢ Niczus,”” said Iduna, ¢ this continued recur-
rence to a forbidden subject is most ungenerous.”

¢¢ Alas! Iduna, my life depends upon a word,
which you will not speak, and you talk of gene-
rosity! No! Iduna, it is not I that am ungene-
rous.”’

% Let me say then unreasonable, prince Niceaus.”
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¢¢ Say what you like, Iduna, provided you say
that you are mine.”

¢ Pardon me, sir; I am free.”

¢t Free! You have ever underrated me, Iduna

To whom do you owe this boasted freedom ?” 4

¢« This is not the first time,”” remarked Iduna,
« that you have reminded me of an obligation, the
memory of which is indelibly impressed upon my

heart, and for which even the present conversation jf

cannot make me feel less grateful. I can never

forget that I owe all that is dear to yourself and |,

your companion.’’
« My companion!”’ replied the prince of Athens,
pale and passionate. ¢ My companion! Am I

ever to be reminded of my eompanion ?”’ o

¢¢ Nicaus!” said Iduna; ¢ if you forget what is
due to me, at least endeavour to remember what is
due to yourself!”’

¢¢ Beautiful being!” said the prince, advancir
and passionately seizing her hand; ¢ pardon me!—
pardon me! 1 am not master of my reason; I am
nothing, I am nothing while Iduna hesitates.”

@™

¢ She does not hesitate, Niceus. I desire—I
require that this conversation shall cease—shal
never, never be renewed.”’

¢ And I tell thee, haughty woman,’” said the
prince of Athens grinding his teeth, and speaking
with violent action, «that I will no longer be de
spised with impunity. Iduna is mine, or is no o
else’s.”

«1Is it possible ?”’ exclaimed the daughter of
Hunniades. ¢ Is it indeed come to this 7 But why
am I surprised! I have long known Nicaeus. |
quit this castle instantly.”” ]

« You are a prisoner,” replied the prince very
cal;:lxly, and leaning with folded arms against the
wall.

wa Q)

. -




. OF ISKANDER. 209

« A prisoner!” exclaimed Iduna, a little alarm-
ed—¢¢ A prisoner! I defy you, sir. You are only
a guest like myself. 1 will appeal to the seneschal
in the absence of his lord. He will never permit
the honour of his master’s flag to be violated by
the irrational caprice of a passionate boy.”’

¢¢ What lord ?”’ inquired Niczus.

¢ Your friend, the lord Justinian,”’ answered

Iduna. ¢¢ He could little anticipate such an abuse
of his hospitality.”
.. ¢¢ My friend, the lord Justinian!’’ replied Ni-
ceus with a malignant smile. ¢ I am surprised that
a personage of the lady Iduna’s deep discrimina-
tion should so easily be deceived by ¢a passionate
boy!> 1Is it possible that you could have supposed
for a moment that there was any other lord of this
castle, save your devoted slave ?”’

¢ What !’’ exclaimed Iduna, really frightened.

¢ 1 have indeed the honour of finding the lady
Iduna my guest,”’ continued Niceus in a tone of
bitter raillery. « This castle of Kallista, the fairest
in all Epirus, I inherit from my mother. Of late
I have seldom visited it; but indeed it will become
‘a favourite residence of mine, if it be, as I antici-
pate, the scene of my nuptial ceremony.”

Iduna looked around her with astonishment,
then- threw herself upon a couch, and burst into
tears.  The prince of Athens walked up and down
the hall with an air of determined coolness.

¢¢Perfidious!”> exclaimed Iduna between her
sobs.

¢ Lady Iduna,” said the prince, and he seated
himself by her side. ¢ I will not attempt to pal-
liate a deception which your charms could alone
inspire and can alone justify. Hear me, Lady Iduna,
hear me with calmness. I love you; I love you
with a passion which has been as constant as it is

82
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strong. My birth, my rank, my fortunes, do not
disqualify me for an union with the daughter of
the great Hunniades. If my personal claims may
sink in comparison with her surpassing excellence,
I am yet to learn that ar&y other prince in Christen-
dom can urge a more effective plea. I am young;
the ladies of the court have called me handsome; by
your great father’s side I have broken some lances
in your honour; and even lduna once confessed she
thought me clever. Come, come, be merciful! Lat
my beautiful Athens receive a fitting mistress! A
holy father is in readiness, dear maiden. Come
now, one smile! Ina few days we shall reach
your father’s camp, and then we will kneel, as I
do now, and beg a blessing on our happy union.”
As he sioke, he dropped upon his knee, and steal-
ing her hand, looked into her face. It was sorrow-
ful and gloomy. .

¢¢ It is in vain, Niczeus,”” said Iduna, ¢¢ to appeal
to your generosity; it is useless to talk of the past;
it is idle to reproach you for the present. I ama
woman, alone and persecuted, where I could least
anticipate persecution. Niecseus, I never can be
your’s; and now I deliver myself to the mercy of
Almighty God.”

¢¢ *Tis well,” said Niceeus. ‘¢ From the tower
of the castle you may behold the waves of the
Ionian sea. You will remain here a close prisoner,
until one of me*falleys arrive from Piraus to bear
us to Italy. Mine you must be, Iduna. It remains
for you to decide under what circumstances. Con-
tinue in your obstinacy, and you may bid farewell
for ever to your country and to your father. Be
reasonable, and a destiny awaits you, which offers
everything that: has hitherto been considered the
source or cause of happiness.”” Thus speaking, the
prince retired, leaving the lady Iduna to her own
unhappy thoughts. -
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XIX.

The lady Iduna was at first inclined to view the
conduct of the prince of Athens as one of those
passionate and passing ebullitions in which her long
acquaintance with him had taught her he was ac-
customed to indulge. But when on retiring soon
after to her apartments, she was informed by her
attendant matron that she must in future consider
herself a prisoner, and not venture again to quit
them without permission, she began to tremble at
the possible violence of an ill-regulated mind. She
endeavoured to interest her attendant in her be-
half; but the matron was too well schooled to
evince any feeling or express any opinion on the
subject; and indeed, at length, fairly informed
Iduna that she was commanded to confine her con-
versation to the duties of her office.

The lady Iduna was very unhappy. She thought
of her father, she thought of Iskander. The past
seemed a dream; she was often tempted to believe
that she was still, and had ever been, a prisoner in
the serail of Adrianople; and that all the late won-
derful incidents of her life were but the shifting
scenes of some wild slumber. And then some
slight incident, the sound of a bell, or the sight of
some holy emblem, assured her she was in a Chris-
tian land, and convinced her of the strange truth
that she was indeed in captivity, and a prisoner,
above all others, to the fond companion of her
youth. Her indignation at the conduct of Niceus
roused her courage; she resolved to make an effort -
to escape. Her rooms were only lighted from
above; she determined to steal forth at night into
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the gallery; the door was secured. She hastened
back to her chamber in fear and sorrow, and wept.

Twice in the course of the day the stern and
silent matron visited Iduna with her food; and as
she retired, secured the door. This was the only
individual that the imprisoned lady ever beheld.
And thus heavily rolled on upwards of a week.
On the eve of the ninth day, Iduna was surprised
by the matron presenting her a letter as she quitted
the chamber for the night. Iduna seized it with a

feeling of curiosity not unmixed with pleasure. It |

was the only incident that had occurred during her
captivity. She recognized the hand-writing of
Niczus, and threw it down with vexation at her
silliness in supposing, for a moment, that the ma-
tron could have been the emissary of any other
person.

Yet the letter must be read, and at length she
opened it. It informed her that a ship had arrived
from Athens at the coast, and that to-morrow she
must depart for Italy. It told her also, that the
Turks, under Mahomed, had invaded Albania; and
that the Hungarians under the command of her
father, had come to support the cross. It said no-
thing of Iskander. But it reminded her that little
more than the same time that would carry her to
the coast to embark for a foreign land, would, were
she wise, alike enable Niceeus to place her in her
father’s arms, and allow him to join in the great
struggle for his country and his creed. The letter
was written with firmness, but tenderly. It left,
however, on the mind of Iduna an impression of
the desperate resolution of the writer. ~

Now it so happened that as this unhappy lady
jumped from her couch, and paced. the room in the
perturbation of her mind, the wind of her drapery
extinguished her lamp. As her attendant, or gaoler,
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had pdid her last visit for the day, there seemed

little chance of its being again illumined. The
miserable are always more unhappy in the dark.

Light is the greatest of comforters. And thislittle
misfortune seemed to the forlorn Iduna almost over-

whelming. And as she attempted te look around,

and wrung her hands in very wo, her attention was
attracted by a brilliant streak of light upon the wall,
which greatly surprised her. She groped her way
in its direction, and slowly stretching forth her
hand, observed that it made its way througha
chink in the frame of one of the great mirrors which"
were inlaid in the wall. And as she pressed the
frame, she felt to her surprise that it sprang for-
ward. Had she not been very cautious the advanc-
ing mirror would have struck her with great foree,
but she had presence of mind to withdraw her hand

very gradually, repressing the swiftness of the
spring. The aperture occasioned by the opening
of the mirror consisted of a recess, formed by a
closedupwindow. An old wooden shutter, or blind,
in so ruinous a state, that.the light freely made its
way, was the only barrier against the elements.

Iduna, seizing the handle which remained, at once
drew it open with little difficulty.

The captive gazed with gladdened feelings upon
the free and beautiful scene. Beneath her rose the
rich and aromatic shrubs tinged with the soft and
silver light of eve: before her extended the wide
and ferfge champaign, skirted by the dark and un-
dulating mountains: in the clear sky, glittering and
sharp, spatkled the first creseent of the new moon,
an auspicious -omen to the Moslemin invaders.

Iduna gazed with joy upon the landscape, and
then hastily descending from the recess, she placed
her hands to her eyes, so long unaccustomed to the
light. Perhaps, too, she indulged in momentary

L 4
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meditation. For suddenly seizing a number of
shawls which were lying on one of the couches, she
knotted them together, and then striving with all
her force, she placed the heaviest couch on one end
of the costly cord, and then throwing the other out
of the window, and entrusting herself to the merci-
ful care of the holy Virgin, the brave daughter of
Hunniades successfully dropped down into the gar-
den below.

She stopped to breathe, and to revel in her eman-
cipated existence. It was a bold enterprize gal-
lantly achieved. But the danger had now only com-
menced. She found that she had lighted at the
back of the castle. She stole along upon tip-toe,
timid as a fawn. She remembered a small wicket-
gate that led into the open country. She arrived
at it. It wasof course guarded. The single sentinel
was kneeling before an image of St George, beside
him was an empty drinking-cup and an exhausted
wine-skin.

¢ Holy saint!”” exclaimed the pious sentinel,
¢¢ preserve us from all Turkish infidels!”” Iduna
stole behind him. ¢¢Shall men who drink no wine
conquer true Christians!” continued the sentinel.
Iduna placed her hand upon thelock. ¢ We thank
thee for our good vintage, said the sentinel. Iduna
opened the gate with the noiseless touch which a
feminine finger can alone command. ¢ And for
the rise of the lord Iskander!’’ added the sentinel.
Iduna escaped!

Now she indeed was free. Swiftly she ran over
the wide plain. She hoped to reach some town or
village before her escape could be discovered, and
she hurried on for three hours without resting. She
came to a beautiful grove of olive-trees that spread
in extensive ramifications about the plain. And
through this beautiful grove of olive-trees her path
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seemed to lead. So she entered and advanced.
And when she had journeyed for about a mile, she
came to an open and very verdant piece of ground,
which was, as it were, the heart of the grove. In
its centre rose a fair and antique structure of white
marble, shrouding from the noonday sun the peren-
nial flow of a very famous fountain. It was near
on midnight. Iduna was wearied, and she sat
down upon the steps of the fountain for rest. And
while she was musing over all the strange adven-
tures of her life, she ieard a rustling in the wood,
and being alarmed, she rose and hid herself behind
a tree.
~ And whileshe stood there, with palpitating heart,

the figure of a man advanced to the fountain from
an opposite direction of the grove. He went up
the steps, and looked down upon the spring as if he
were agout tq drink, but instead of doing that, he
drew his scimetar and plunged it into the water,
and called out with a loudp voice the name of ¢¢Iskan-
der!”’ three times. Whereupon Iduna, actuated
by an irresistible impulse, came forward from her
hiding place, but instantly gave a loud shriek when
she beheld—the prince Mahomed!

¢¢ Oh! night of §lory!” exclaimed the prince,
advancing. ¢ Do I indeed behold the fair Iduna!
This is truly magic!”

¢« Away! away !’ exclaimed the distracted Idu-
na, as she endeavoured to fly from him.

« He has kept his word, that cunning leech, bet-
ter than I expected,”” said Mahomed, seizing her.

¢ As well as you deserve, ravisher !”’ exclaimed
a majestic voice. A tall figure rushed forward
from the wood and dashed back the Turk.

¢¢1 am here to complete my contract, prince
Mahomed,” said the stranger, drawing his sword.

¢¢ Iskander !’ exclaimed the prince.
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4t We have met before, prince. Let us s0 set
now that we may meet for the last time.”’

¢« Infamous, infernal traitor,” exelaimed M,-
homed, # dost thou, indeed, imagine that I will
sully my imperial blade with the blood of my rua-
away slave! No ! I came here to secure thy pun-
ishment, but 1 eannot condesecend to become thy
punisher. Advance, guards, and seize him ! Seize
them both !”

Iduna flew to Iskander, who caught her in one
arm, while he waved his scimetar with the other.
The guards of Mahomed poured forth from the
side of the grove whence the prince had issued.

« And dost thou, indeed, think, Mahomed,”
said Iskander, ¢ that I have been eduecated in the
seraglio to be duped by Moslemin craft. I offer
thee single combat if thou desirest it, but combat
88 we may, the struggle shall be equal.” He whist-
led, and instantly a body of Hungarisns, headed
by Hanniades himself, advanced from the side of
the grove wheace Iskander had issued.

¢ Come on, then,” said Mahomed ; ¢ each to
his man.” Their swords clashed, but the princi-
pal attendants of the son of Amurath, deeming the
affair, under the present cireumstances, assumed
the character of a mere rash adventure, bore away
the Turkish prince.

¢¢ To-morrow, then, this fray shall be desided,
on the plains of Kallista,”” said Mahomed.

¢ Epirus is p«epared,”«reﬁlied Iskander.

The Turks withdrew. Iskander bore the sense-
less form of Iduna to her father. Hunniades em-
braced his leng lost child. They sprinkled her
face with water from the fountain. She revived.

¢¢ Where is Niceeus,” inquired Iskander ; -and
how came you again, dear lady, in the power of
Mahomed ?”’ :

LS

{




OF ISKANDER. 217

% Alas ! noble sir, my twice deliverer,” an-
swered Iduna, ¢I have, indeed, again been doom-
ed to captivity, but my persecutor, I blush to say,
was this time a Christian prince.” A

¢ Holy Virgin !”’ exclaimed Iskander. Who
can this villain be ?”’

¢¢ The villain, lord Iskander, is your friend ; and
your pupil, dear father.”

¢¢ Niceeus, of Athens !”” exclaimed Hunniades.
- Iskander was silent and melancholy.

- Thereupon the lady Iduna recounted to her fa-
ther and Iskander, sitting between them on the mar-

in of the fount, all that had occurred to her, since

erself and Niceus parted with Iskander ; nor did
she omit to relate to Hunniades all the devotion of
Iskander, respecting which, like a truly brave man,
he had himself been silent. The great Hunniades
scarcely knew which rather to do, to lavish his af-
fection onhis beloved child, or his gratitude upon
Iskander. Thus they went on conversing for some
time, Iskander placing his own cloak around Idu-
na, and almost unconsciously winding his arm
around her unresisting form.

Just as they were preparing to return to the
Christian camp, a great noise was heard in the grove,
and presently, in the direction whence lduna had
arrived, there came a band of men, bearing torches
and examining the grove in all directions in great
agitation. Iskander and Hunniades stood upon
their guard, but soon perceived they were Greeks.
Their leader, seeing a group near the fountain, ad-
vanced to make inquiries respecting the object of
his search, but when he indeed recognized the per-
sons who formed the group, the torch fell from his

asp, and he turned away his head and hid his
fnrce in his hands.

Iduna clung to her father ; Iskander stood with

Vou. II.—T
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his eyes fixed upon the ground, but Hunniades,

stern and terrible, disembarrassing himself of the |

grasp of his daughter, advanced and laid his hand
upon the stranger.

% Young man,” said the noble father, ¢ wereit {

contrition instead of shame that inspired this atti-
tude, it might be better. I have often warned you
of the fatal consequences of a reckless indulgence
of the passions. More than once I have pretfiztned
to you, that however great might be_your conf-
dence in your ingenuity and your resources, the
hour would arrive when such a career would place
you in a position as despicable as it was shameful
That hour has arrived, and that position is now
filled by the prince of Athens. You stand before
the three individuals in this world whom you have
most injured, and whom you were most bound to
love and to protect. Here is a friend, who hss
hazarded his prosperity and his existence for your
life and your happiness. And you have made him
a mere Pander to your lusts, and then deserted
him in his greatest necessities. This maiden was
the companion of your youth, and entitled to your
kindest offices. You have treated her infinitel
worse than her Turkish captor. And for mysel,
sir, your father was my dearest friend. 1 endes
voured to repay his friendship by supplying his
place to his orphan child. How discg my
duty, it becomes not me to say : how you have
discharged your’s, this lady here, my daughter,
your late prisoner, sir, can best prove.”’

¢ Oh ! spare me, spare me, sir,’’ said the prince
of Athens, turnini and falling upon his knee.—
¢ ] am most wreiched, Every word cuts to my
very core. Just Providence has baffled all my arts,
and I am grateful. Whether this lady can, indeed,
forgive me, I hardly dere to think, or even hope
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And yet forgiveness is’a heavenly boon. Perha
the memory of old days may melt her. As for
yourself, sir. but I’ll not speak, I cannot. No-
ble Iskander, if I mistake not, you may whisper
words in that fair ear, less grating than my own.
May you be happy ! I will not profane your pros-
pects with my vows. And yet 1°ll say farewell !”’

The prince of Athens turned away with an air
of complete wretchedness, and slowly withdrew.
Iskander followed him.

¢ Niceus,” said Iskander; but the prince en-
tered the grove, and did not turn round.

“Dear Niceus,” said Iskander. The prince
hesitated.

¢¢ Let us not part thus,”” said Iskander. ¢« Iduna
is most unhappy. She bade me tell you she had
forgotten all.”

% God bless her, and God bless you too !* replied
Niceeus. ¢ I pray you let me go.”

« Nay ! dear Niceus, are we not friends ?”’

¢ The best and truest, Iskander. I will te the
camp, and meet you in your tent ere morning break.
At present, I would be alone.”

% Dear Niceus, one word. You have said upon
one point, what I could well wish unsaid, and dared
to prophesy what may never happen. I am not
made for such supreme felicity. Epirus is my
mistress, my Niceeus. As there is a living God,
my friend, most solemnly I vow, I have had no
thoughts in this affair, but for your honour.”

« I know it, my dear friend, I know it,”’ replied
Niceeus. ¢I keenly feel your admirable worth.
8ay no more, say no more ! She is a fit wife for
a hero, and you are one !’
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XX.

-After the battle of the bridge, Iskander had hur-
red to Croia without delay. In his progress, he
had made many fruitless inquiries after Iduna and
Niceeus, but he consoled himself for the unsatisfac-
tory answers he received by the opinion that they
had taken a different course, and the conviction
that all must now be safe. The messenger from
Croia that informed Hunniades of the escape of
his daughter, also solicited his aid in favour of
Epirus against the impending invasion of the Turks,
and stimulated by personal gratitude as well as by
public duty, Hunniades answered the solicits-
tion in person, at the head of twenty thousand
lances.

Hunniades and Iskander had mutually flattered
themselves when apart, that each would be able to

uell the anxiety of the other on the -subject of

duna. The leader of Epirus flattered himself that
his late companions had proceeded at once to Tran-
sylvania, and the vaivode himself had indulged in
the delightful hope that the first person he should
embrace at Croia would be his long-lost child.
When, therefore, they met, and were mutually in-
capable of imparting any information on the subject
to each other, they were;filled with astonishment
and disquietude. Events, however, gave them lit-
tle opportunity to indulge in anxiety or grief. Op
the day that ﬁunniades and his lances arrived at
Croia, the invading army of the Turks under the
prince Mahomed crossed the mountains, and soon
after pitched their camp on the fertile plain of
Kallista.

—

P - e el = Lk




OF ISKANDER. 221

As Iskander, by the aid of Hunniades and the
neighbouring princes, and the patrioti¢ exertions of
his countrymen, was at this’Tmoment at the head of a
force which the Turkish prince could not have an-
ticipated, he resolved to march at once to meet the
Ottomans, and decide the fate of Greece by a
pitched battle.

The night before thearrival of Iduna at the famous
fountain, the Christian army had taken up its posi-
tion within a few miles of the Turks. The tur-
baned warriors wished to delay the engagement
until the new moon, the eve of which was at hand.
And it happened on that said eve that Iskander,
calling to mind his contract with the Turkish prince
made in the gardens of the seraglio at Adrianople,
and believing from the superstitious character of
Mahomed that he would not fail to be at the ap-
pointed spot, resolved, as we have seen, to repair to
the fountain of Kallista.

And now from that fountain the hero retired,
bearing with him a prize scarcely less precious
than the freedom of the country, for which he was
to combat on the morrow’s morn.

Ere the dawn had broken, the Christian power
was in motion. Iskander commanded the centre,
Hunniades the right wing. The left was entrusted at
his urgent request to the prince of Athens. A mist
that hung about the plain allowed Niczus to charge
the right wing of the Turks almost unperceived.
He charged with irresistible fury, and soon disor-
dered the ranks of the Moslemin. Mahomed
with the reserve hastened to their aid. A migh
multitude of Janissaries, shouting the name of Allah
and his prophet, penetrated the Christian centre.
Hunniades endeavoured to attack them on their
flank, but was himself charged by the Turkish
cavalry. The battle was now general, and raged
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with terrible fury. Iskander had secreted in his
centre, a new and powerful battery of cannon, pre-
sented to him by the pope, and which had just ar-
rived from Venice. This battery played upon the
Janissaries with great destruction. He himself
mowed them down with his irresistible scimetar.

Infinite was the slaughter! awful the uproar!
But of all the Christian knights, this day, no one
performed such mighty feats of arms as the prince
of Athens. With a reckless desperation, he dashed
about the field, and every thing seemed to yield to
his inspired impulse. His example animated his
men with such a degree of enthusiasm, that the di-
vision to which he was opposed, although encour-
aged by the presence of Mahomed himself, could
no longer withstand the desperate courage of the
Christians, and they fled in all directions. Then,
rushing to the aid of Iskander, Nicaus, at the head
of a body of picked men, dashed upon the rear of
the Janissaries, and nearly surrounded them. Hun-
niades instantly made a fresh charge upon the left
wing of the Turks. A panic fell upon the Moslem-
in, who were little prepared for such a demonstra-
tion of strength on the part of their adversaries. In
afew minutes their order seemed generally broken,
and their leaders in vain endeavoured to rally them.
Waving his bloody scimetar, and bounding on his
black charger, Iskander called upon his men to se-
cure the trinmph of the cross and the freedom of
Epirus. Pursuit was now general.

XXI.

The Turks were massacred by thousands. Ma-
homed, when he found that all was lost, fled to the
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mountains, with a train of guards and eunuchs, and
left the care of his dispersed host to his pachas.—
The hills were covered with the fugitives and their
pursuers. Some fled also to the sea-shore, where
the Turkish fleet was at anchor. The plain was
strewn with corpses and arms, and tents and stand-
ards. The sun was now high in the heavens.
The mist had cleared away ; but occasional clouds
of smoke still sailed about. '

A solitary Christian knight entered a windin
pass in the green hills, apart from the scene o
strife. ‘The slow and trembling step of his wearied
steed would have ill qualified him to join in the
triumphant pursuit, even had he himself been
physically enabled ; but the Christian knight was
covered with gore, unhappily not alone that of his
enemies. He was, indeed, streaming with despe-
rate wounds, and scarcely could his fainting form
retain its tottering seat.

The winding pass, which, for some singular rea-
son, he now pursued in solitude, instead of return-
ing to the busy camp for aid and assistance, con-
ducted the knight to a small green valley, covered
with sweet herbs, and entirely surrounded by hang-
ing woods. In the centre, rose the ruins of a Do-
ric fane : three or four columns grey and majestic.
All was still and silent, save that in the clear blue
sky an eagle flew, high in the air, but whirling
round the temple.

The knight reached the ruins of the Doric fane,
and with difficulty dismounting from his charger,
fell upon the soft and flowery turf, and for some
moments was motionless. His horse stole a few
yards away, and though scarcely less injured than
its rider, instantly commenced cropping the invit-
ing pasture.

At length the Christian knight slowly faised his
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head, and leaning on his arm, sighed deeply. His
face was very pale ; but as he looked up and per.
ceived the eagle in the heaven, a smile played upon
his pallid cheek, and his beautiful eye gleamed
with a sudden flash of light.
¢¢ Glorious bird !”> murmured the Christian war-
rior, ¢‘once I deemed that my career might re-
remble thine ! ’Tis over now ; and Greece, for
which I would have done so mach, will soon for-
get my immemorial name. I have stolen here to
ie in silence and in beauty. This blue air, and

these green woods, and these lone columns, which {r

oft to me have been a consolation, breathing of the
poetic past, and of the days wherein I fain had liv-
ed, 1 have escaped from the fell field of carnage to
die among them. Farewell ! my country ! Fare-
well to one more beautiful than Greece—farewell;
Iduna !

These were the last words of Nieseus, prince of
Athens !

. XXII

While the unhappy lover of the daughter of
Hunniades breathed his last words to the solitary
elements, his more fortunate friend received, in the
centre of his scene of triumph, the glorious con-
gratulations of his emancipated country. The dis-
comfiture of the Turks was complete, and this
overthrow, coupled with their recent defeat in
Bulgaria, secured Christendom from their assaults
during the remainder of the reign of Amurath the
second. Surrounded by his princely allies, and
the chieftains of Epirus, the victorious standards
of Christendom, and the triumphant trophies of
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the Moslemin, Iskander received from the great
Hunniades the hand of his beautiful daughter.—
¢¢ Thanks to these brave warriors,”’ said the hero,
I can now offer to your daughter a safe, an
honourable, and a Christian home.”’

« It is to thee, great sir, that Epirus owes its
security,” said an ancient chieftain, addressing
Iskander, ¢¢its national existence, and its holy re-
ligion. All that we have to do now is to preserve
them ; nor indeed do I see that we can more
effectually obtain these great objects than by en-
treating thee to mount the redeemed throne of thy
ancestors.  Therefore I say Gop sAvE IskANDER,
Ki~ne oF Epirus !”

And all the people shouted and said, ¢ Gop
saveE THE KiNe ! Gop save Iskanper, Kine oF
Erirus !

THE END.
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while hie fancy is tormented by uambl me pr 1 chi
istic of Mr Leitch Ritchie's p Londo Wiekly i

Tue PRINCIPLES or CHRISTIAN PHILOSOPHY; con-
the Doctrines, Daties, Admonitions, and Consolatxons of

the Religion, by Jon~ Burns, M. D., F.R. 8. From
the 4th London edition. In the press.

Tas LADY'S MEDICAL GUIDE, being a popular treatise on
the jcauses, provention, and mode oftremnentof the diseases
to which females are particularly subject. By Ricrarp Rexck,
M.D. A small pocket volume.

PENCIL SKETCHES; or OvurLiNgs or INCIDENT aND CHag-
ACTER, by Miss Lesuz. In the press.

Contents.—The Escorted Lady—A Pic-nic at the Sea Shore—
The Miss Vanlears-~Sociable Visiti untry Frank
Finlay—The Travelling Tin-man—Uncle Philip-—Mrs. Washing-
ton Potts, .
ROSINE LAVAL, a Novel. In the press.

DELORAINE, a Novel, by W. Gopwin, Author of Caleb Wil-
-liams, St. Leon, &c. In 2 vols. In the press. :

EBEN ERSKINE; THE TRAVELLER; a Novel, in 2
voh,byIme AntborofAnnaJsofthe Parish, &c.

JJOURNAL or CONVERSATIONS wrre LORD BYRON, by

] the Counrzss or BurssinaToN. In the press.

Tax LAST MAN; by Mrs. Smerixy, Author of Frankenstei.

In2vols. In the press.

LIGHTS asp SHADOWS or GERMAN LIFE. In 2 vols.
In the press.

* The pictures here given of German life have an interest which to us is per-
fectl in'eﬁnlble "—Sunday Times.

work under our notice hugeat lai every
' umler who hku good tales, in which he will ﬁnd every tlnng in keepm. "

TALES ANp CONVERSATIONS; or Trx Ngw CamLDpREN'S

by Mrs. MarxHAN. In % vols. 18mo. In the press.
“We eomcienhomly recommend Mrs. Markham to our Juvenile Readers."—

““These volumes contain exceflent instruction in a very agreeable form."—

Tax LIFE or o SAILOR. Captain Frepericx CHAMIER,

R.N. In2vols. 12mo. In the press.

 Most various and amusing volumes, embodying the real Adventures of a
Captain in the Navy."—Lit. Gazette.

' Captain Chamier has had a full share of ad and undoubtedly pos-
sesses a facility of style and a geyfnl manner., If ever there was & ltory to
excite uynpnh{ to interest the fbelings, und nwaken the nmnginamn of the
reading world, it is the story of ks, in thi graphy.”




MISCELLANEOUS.

MILITARY MEMOIRS or Tag DUKE or WELLING1
By Carr. Moviz SuxeEr, Author of Recollections o
Peninsula. In 2 vols. 18mo.

“The tone of féeling and reflection which pervades the work is in the ¢

teristic -ood of the writer, eonlidenle. ardent, and chivalrous; his ﬂ:

as mght be expected, are aonnd and ind and his is freqi

rich in those b wl h his previous writings. To ugita)

a work which will not dml'edit its lllummu subject.”"— United Service Jo

THE COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS OF JOAI

BAILLIE. 1 vol. 8vo.

This edition corresponds with the Library Editions of Byron, Seon, Ioo

“ Miss Baillie's Plays on the Passions have beea long known

best in the language. No one who reads them can entertain a doubt oﬂht

acter of the writer'l affoctions. Such works could never have been dicta

a cold heart.”—CAristian Examiner.

“ We are the most dwi of her genius, hér literary i

nients and skill, her diction, her saccess, her moral delignl. and her pe

worth. Some of her tragedies have deservedly passed into the stock of th

eupu British and Amnean theatres. They are express developments a

of the p marked by a deep insight into human nature

power of a fertile spirit of poetry, and the loftie

puun monl seatiment."—National Gazette.

TREAM g‘lniE c:ll.‘ CLOCK mgVATSdHMAKIhNG Theor
al til MAS REID, Edin

ber of the Wors{upful Company of Clock-Makers, {;c
Royal 8vo. _ Hlustrated by numerous Plates.

GEOLOGICAL MANUAL. ByH.T.Dr1a Bson I
with numerous wood-cuts.

“ A work of first-rate importance in the science to which it relates, anc
) ?g henc:éorth take its place in the library of every student in Geol
“ Mm 1a Beche's Geological Manual is the first and best work of th
and be has fertbnned his task with a perfect knowledge of all that h:
ascertsined in Geology, and with considerable judgment and taste in th
ner of doing it. So much geological scicnce was never before compresse
small a space.”—Spectator.

HISTORY OF ENGLAND, by S Jaues Macxintosa. C

edition. In the press.

#*4* The first volume of this edxtion will contain the same matter as {
three volumes of the ¥8mo. edition

A COLLECTION- OF COLLOQUIAL PHRASES, on
subject necessary to maintain Conversation, the whole ¢

cmsxdembly to facilitate the acquisition of the ]
By an Italian Gentleman. 1 vol. 18mo.

NOVELLE ITALIANE.—Stories from Italisn Writers, 1
literal, interlinear translation on Locke’s plan of Ch
Instruction, illustrated with Notes. First American fro:
last London edition, with additional translations and notee
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|laurels for him. It is full of dramatic interest—* hair-breadih esce

Tae NATURAL HISTORY or SELBORNE. By the late

MISCELLANEOUS.

Tae ALHAMBRA; a Series of Tales and Sketches of the Moors
and Spaniards. By the author of the Sketch-Book. In 2 vols.

** We have read a part of Washington Irving's new Sketck Book, the scene of
which is Spain, the most romantic of European countries, and the best known
by the gifted author. His style has lost nothing of its peculiar charm,—his de-
scriptions are as c as usual, and enlivened with racy anecdotes and ha
reflection. We probably soon furnish a specimen of this work, from t!
whole of which we expect gratification.”—>Nat. Gazette.

Tee BRAVO. By the author of the “Spy,” “Pilot,” “Red
Rover,” &ec. Iny'2 vols. 12mo. oy

* Let us honestly avow in conclusion, that in addition to the charm of an
interesting fiction to be found in these p‘ﬂ:’ there is more mental power
in them, more matter that sets people thinking, more of that quality that
is accelerating the onward movement of the werld, than in all the h
novels that have so deservedly won our admiration.”—New Monthly Mag.
*This new novel from the pen of our countryman, Cooper, will win new

animated and bustling scenes on the canals, in the prisons, on the E:Ito,
in the Adriatic, and in the streets of Venice.”—N. Y. Courier & Enquirer.
 Of the whole work, we may confidently say that it is very able—a per-
formance of genius and er.”’—Nat. Gazette.
“The Bravo will, we think, tend much to exalt and extend the fame of
its author. We have hurried through its pages with an avidity which mmH

find its a in the interestin, r of the incidents and the v
Tl gt e v e K SR v

By the same author. ‘ :
Tue HEIDENMAUER, or PAGA;« Canr. In 2 vols.

SALMONIA ; or, Days of Fly Fishing ; by S H. Davy.

‘“We are surprised, in meeting with an American reprint of this delightful
volume, that a work so univ. ly popular has not been before republished an
this country.” —N. ¥. American.

*One of the most delightful labors of leisure ever seen ; not a few of the
most beautiful phenomena of nature are here lucidly explained.”—&'ent. Mag,

Rev. Gueerr WiiTe, A. M., Fellow of the Oriel College,

Oxford, with additions, by Sir William Jardine, Bart. F. R. S.H
E F. L S. M. W. 8, author of “ Nlustrations of Ornithology.”
** ¢ White's History of Selborne,’ the most fascinating “geee of rural writing
and sound English philosophy that has ever issued from the press.”—.thensum.

Tue MECHANISM or Tax HEAVENS, by Mrs. SoMERVILLE.
In 18mo.

“ We possess already innumerable discourses on Astronomy, in which the
wonders of the heavens and their laws are treated of; but we can say most
conscientiously that we are inted with not even La Place's own
beautiful ezpose in his System du Monde,—in which all that is essentially inter-
esting in the motions and laws of the celestial bodies, or which is capable of
popuk iati is so admi ‘,,-ognphieally, or we may add, so un-
affectedly and simply placed before us. * # * Is it asking too much of Mrs.
Somerville to express a hope that she will allow this beautiful preliminary
Dissertation to be printed sep ly, for the delight and i ion of thou-
sands of readers, young and old, who cannot understand, or are too indolent
to apply themselves to the more elaborate of the work? If she will do
this, we hereby promise to exert our best endeavors to make its merits known.” |
—Literary Ga:ette.




MISCELLANEQUS.
A MEMOIR OF SEBASTIAN CABOT, with a Review of the

** Put forth in the most unpretending manner, and wmsolt a name, this work
of paramount importance to the subjects of which it treats."—Lit. Gaztis.

“mqu thor has corrected ma ve errors, and in general given us a clearer
insight into transactions of oonni erablc national interest.”—Jb.  Will it not,"
says the author, with just astonishment, ** be deemed almost incredible, tha
very instrument in the Records of England, which recites the Great Dimvery,
and plainly contemplates 2 scheme of Colonization, should, up to this moment,
have been treated by her own writers as that which first gave permission to go
forth and explore "—JIb. *‘We must return to investigate several collateral
matters which we think deserving of more space than we can this week bestow.
Mnnw!nlo we recommend the work as one of great value and interest."—/.

“ The general reader, as well as the navinm and the euﬁou, will derive
pleasure aad information from this well-written producti

“ A specimen of honest inquiry. It is quite frightful to tlnnk of me mmbot of

the inaccuracies it exposes: we shall cease to have confidence in books.”
investigation of truth is not the fashion of these times. But evel nneere in-
uirer after b 'y ought to purchase the book as a curiosity : more

Ise nd i were never exposed in the same com-
pass. It hasgiven us a lesson we shall never forget, and hope to profit by.” —Spect.

HISTORY OF THE NORTHMEN, OR NORMANS AND
DANES ) from the earliest times to the Conquest of Eng=
iand by William of Normandy. By Henry Wheaton, Meme
Der of the Scandinavian and Icelandic Literary Soecieties

of Copenhagens

-~ This work embraces the great leadlng features of Scandinavian

mencing with the heroi¢ age, and advancing from the earliest dawn of vmn

tion to the introduction of Chmtilnity mlo the North—its long and

strife with Paganism—the discovery and colonization of Iceland, Green!

and North America, by the Norwegian navigators, before the time ‘of Columbus

—the military and mariﬂmo expedmonl of the Northmen—their early inter-

course of commerce and war with Constan e and the Eastern

Hngland. fret by the Daes, undst Camute'the Gront. o .‘1“" ""....."‘ by e

] a y nel, ul anul reat, and subsequently by the

Normans, under Puke William, the founder of the {t’aln

contains an account of the mythology and literature of the anown mh—the

Icelandic language prevailing all over the Seandinvin countries until the

formation of the p living of B and Denmark—an analysis

of the Eddas, Sagas, and various chronicles and nm relni to the

deities and heroes, oonnnuting the original m the work has

baen ;cidd d It is de \ho p the history of France
and dur s, and at same time to serve as an intro-

dnction to the mod'orn hmory of Donmark, Norway, and Bweden. *

AN HISTORICAL INQUIRY INTO THE PRODUCTION
AND OONSUMPTION OF THE PRECIOUS METALS,
from the Earliest Ages, and into the Influence of their In=
crease or Diminutien om the Prices of Commoditiess By
‘William Jacoby Esqe F.R. 8. In Svo.

“ Mr. Jacob's Historical ln&eiry into the Production and Consumption of the
Precious Metals is one of most curious and important works which bas
lately issued from the press. The influence of the precious metals on the indus-
try of mankind is acknow to be great ; though, perhaps, the notions re-
m mode of its operation were obecure, an undoubtedly the

of its em had never been traced with accuracy and ingenuity. Mr.

Huskisson, who had maintained a friendship with Mr. Jacob for more than five-

and-twenty years, first put the author on the mvenixauon. itisone of the minor

O was writion. at uhe. Magpestion of ior Loniened tatesman
i ugy on of the la r.
the fruits of much industry an research, guided by a -ou'in‘d ;ndgm::: 2:3‘
bodying more I than is to bear on statistical or eco-
We d the book to general attention.”— Times.

s




THE PEOPLWFS LIBRARY.

The editors and publishers should receive the thanks of the prcunt
rration, and ﬂlexnﬁmdeofpmten brbe the first to

what deserves fo be enfitled not the ENCY! EDIA

ERI A, but the rEQrLE's LiBRARY."—N. Y. Courier and Enquirer.

Jugt Published, by Caréy, Lea, and Blanchard,
W -oldén Phihdelpbu by E L.Carey A. Hart nllhll‘lew-Yo;l;

nith ; and by the principal booksellers throughout the Union.
VOLUME 12,
CONTAINING ABOUT 1,600 ARTICLES,
(To be oontinued at intervals of three months,)
OF THE

ENCYCLOPZEDIA AMERICANA:
A
POPULAR DICTIONARY

or
'S, SCIENCES, LITERATURE, HISTORY, AND POLITICS,

BROUGHT DOWN TO THE PRESENT TIME, AND INCLUDING A COPIOUS
COLLECTION OF ORIGINAL ARTIOLES IN

AMERICAN BIOGRAPHY:
On the basis of the Seventh Edition of the German
‘CONVERSATIONS-LEXICON.
Eprrep sy FRANCIS LIEBER,

L4 AssISTED BY -

'DWARD WIGGLESWORTH anp T.G. BRADFORD, Esaxrs.

1IRTEEN LARGE VOLUMES, OCTAVO, PRICE TO SUBSCRIBERS,
BOUND IN CLOTH, TWO DOLLARS AND A HALF EACH.

EACH VOLUNE WILL CONTAIN BETWEEN 600 AND 700 races.

m WORLD-RENOWNED CONVERSATIONS.LEXICON."—Edinburgh
] mpeuede cumbrous Encyclopedias, and put within the reach of the poor-

an, a complete library, equal to about forty or fifty -gized -octavos, em-
1g every of i to the 0f 20,000 in all—provided
W spare exther from his earnings or bid extra twenty cents & week,
ree years, a lnbmy 80 coutrived, as to be u”uﬂly suited to lhe learned and
1learned,—t the 1 man."—N Y.
erand Iugam-er

he reputation of this valuable work has d with each ;and

unanimous opinion of the press, uttered from all quarters, be true, which
is instance ha ns to be the case, it is indeed one of the best of publica-

Tt shouid be in the possession of every intelligent man, as it is a library
elf, comprising -n immense mass of lore upon almost every possible sub-
and int cheapett possible form.”—N. ¥. .mrm




ENCYCLOPZEDIA AMERICANA.

Mozx than half of the volumes of this work are now before the public,
and the reception they have met with is the best evidence that the publish-
ers have fulfilled the promises made at its outset. They have now only to

ise, for the editors and themselves, that no exertion shall be to
rendorttll:oromniningwlhx:.m equal w'lﬂ“:u llmdywblulwd,a::d thus
sustain the reputation it has acquired. e subscription is large, n
cmﬁng;nﬂthueqmwhorqiﬁcirquhﬁmh test, and where
it is bost known, there is a constantly increasing d The publishers
invite the attention of those who may not already have possessed themselves
of it, or may not have had an opportunity to_ acquainted with its
merits, to the following account of the ol work, upon which it is
baesed, and which is termed by the Edin Review—

THE WORLD-RENOWNED LEIPZIG CONVERSATIONS LEXICON.

It was intended to supply a want occasioned by the character of the
age, in which the sciences, arts, trades, and the various forms of know-
edge and of active life, had become so much extended and diversified,
that no individual engaged in business could become well acquainted with
all subjects of general interest; while the wide diffusion of information
rendered such inowledge essential to the character of an accomplished
man. This want, no existing works were adequate to supply. Books treat-
myg of particular branches, such as gazetteers, &c. were too confined in
character; while voluminous Encycloplading were too learned, scientific,
and cumbrous, being munlg elaborate treatises, requiring much study or
previous acquaintance with the subject dis: The d of
the ConversaTioN Lxxicon endeavored to select from every branch of
knowledge what was necessary to a well-informed mind, and io give poput
lar views of the more abstruse branches oflearmn‘eg and science;
their readers might not be incommoded, and deprived of pleasure or im-
provement, by ignorance of facts or expressions used in books or converss-
tion. Such a work must obviously be of great utility to every class of
readers. It has been found so much so in Germany, that it is met with
everywhere, among the learned, the lawyers, the military, artists, mer-
chants, mechanics, and men of all stations. " The reader may judge how
well it is adapted to its object, from the circumstance, that t‘ough it now
consists of twelve volumes, seven editions, comprising about oNE HUN-
DRED THOUSAND COPIES, have been printed in less than fifteen years. It
has been translated into the Swedish, Danish and Dutch languages, and 2
French translation is now preparing in Paris.

In the preparation of the American edition, no expense has been spared
to secure the ablest assistance, and the editors have been aided by many
gentlemen of distinguished ability. ’

The American Baographih which is very extensive has been farnished
by MRr. WaLsH, who has long Pud particular attention to that branch of
our literature, and from materials in the collection of which he has boeen
ongaged for rome years. For obvious reasons, the notices of distinguished
Americans will be confined to deceased individuals: the European biogra-
phy contains notices of all distinguished living characters, as well as
those of past times. A

The articles on Zoology and the verious branches of Natural Science,
and those on Chemistry and Mineralogy, have been prepared expressly for
this work by gentlemen distinguished in the several departments.

In relation to the Fine Arts, the work is exceedingly rich. Great atten-
tion was given to this in the German work, and the Editors have been
anxious to render it, lz the necessary additions, as perfect as possible.

To gentlemen of the Bar, the work will be peculiarly valuable, as in
casos where legal subiects are treated, an account is given of English,
French, German and American Law.
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